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Anniversary of Hope
FTER

twenty-four

years our

A country is bitterly experiencing the tragic truth that November 11, 1918, was, after all, only
Armistice Day. The world was
sure that it would be more and
hailed it with joy and hope. It
seemed like the dawning of a new
day after a night that was long and
dark. There is no need to emphasize the irony which now appears
to be so obvious in the commemoration of the twenty-fourth anniversary of Armistice Day. In
its remembrance, however, there
must be more than the bitterness
of frustration and failure. Our
memory must include the recognition of the heroism and idealism with which our men fought
and died. Cynicism in N ovember, 1942, dare not be permitted
to cast a slur upon the purposes
and the vision of our soldiers in

T H E
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1918. They did not fail the world;
the world failed them. It was not
ready for the steps necessary in
any serious attempt to make the
dreams of 1918 come true. It expected peace to happen and forgot that its maintenance is not
an accident, but an achievement
of the heart and will. In a world
which has shrunk much in twenty-four years and is learning by
cruelest experience, it may be
easier to conquer the fears and
prejudices which thwarted an effective international organization
of the world in 1918. The day of
haughty nationalisms and of racial barriers must be finally done
if the Armistice Day which is to
come, we pray soon, is to be more
than merely again the beginning
of a brief interval of peace. The
prayer of the Christian for the
peace of the city this Armistice
Day cannot be without the re-
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solve to work ceaselessly for its
achievement with the light of the
truths about God and man which
Christianity teaches. In the appreciation and application of
these facts lies the possibility of
making November 11 a day of
dedication and an anniversary of
hope for a better tomorrow.

Britain's Churches
these days, when Christian
churches in our country are
much concerned about their future in view of the fact that many
of their young men are in military service, that many other
members, both men and women,
have moved to other parts of the
country to work in war plants,
and that, finally, many pastors
have become chaplains in the
army or navy, American churches
ought to remember that they are
not by any means suffering as severely from the war as are the
churches in Britain. Just how the
war is affecting the churches in
Britain, is graphically told by the
Rev. Sidney M. Berry in an article published a few months ago
in Bulletins from Britain (July
I, 1942).
The Rev. Mr. Berry reminds us
that the widespread evacuation of
women and children from the
more dangerous areas took away
from the town churches half and
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more than half of their congregations; that, as a result, work
among the young in Sunday
Schools and other agencies has
suffered most severely; that, since
more and more of the younger
men and women have been called
up for different branches of national service, the churches in
their normal work have been almost denuded of their youth; that
large numbers of Christian sanctuaries have been destroyed and
lie today in ruins; and that, finally, church lecture halls and Sunday Schools have been requisitioned by the government for various kinds of national service.
But the churches of England
are bravely carrying on. Many of
their pastors are chaplains. Hosts
of ministers, while carrying on
the work of their churches, are
serving as officiating chaplains to
the forces stationed in their districts. Ministers are visiting airraid shelters constantly and holding services in them at the request
of the shelterers themselves. Many
churches run canteens and recreation rooms for the men. Others
are doing service as rest centers,
where people whose houses have
been bombed are brought for rest
and refreshment until some permanent accommodation can be
found. The Rev. Mr. Berry goes
on to say:
In spite of all the problems and
difficulties they face, the churches

I
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are very much alive, undefeated in
spirit, resilient in mind, and eagerly
looking forward to, and praying for,
the coming of the day when a thorough reconstruction of the life of the
nation and of the world can be set
on foot.

Yes, even war cannot conquer
the undying spirit of Christianity.
Let American churches take heart
and realistically grapple with the
present and courageously face the
future!

Korea's Cause
F

the many smaller countries

O who are looking to the United States for liberation from the
bondage to which foreign conquerors have subjected them Korea is a touching example. Annexed by Japan in 1910, the
Korean people, 2 5,ooo,ooo strong,
have never given up the hope of
throwing off the shackles of J apanese domination. Time and again
their freedom-loving spirit burst
into action, the most daring and
defiant instance having occurred
March 1, 1919, when the entire
nation raised its voice at the same
hour and shouted, "Mansei''
("Down with Japan!"). As a result of this demonstration of nationalism, 5o,ooo brave Koreans
sacrificed their lives on the altar
of liberty.
Koreans believe that the hour
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of their deliverance is about to
strike. They have organized the
Provisional Government of Free
Korea, with headquarters in
Chungking, China. About thirtyfive thousand Korean soldiers are
fighting shoulder to shoulder with
the Chinese to defeat a common
enemy~ From an address by James
Charr, in which he fervently appeals to the United States to recognize the Provisional Government of Korea, we submit the
following bitter indictment of
Japanese oppression:
If any American is disposed to
doubt our sincerity, I have this to
say. There is no Korean-at home or
abroad-who takes any stock in Japan's meretricious political incantations, the so-called "new order in
Asia." It may be a new order for
Japan, but to us it is a "new ordeal."
The very start of this new order for
Japan deprived us of our religious
freedom, and Christianity was superceded by "Mikadoism" -a cult deifying a ruler who is little more than a
moron.
The Japanese also phlebotomized
our economic strength for their murdering enterprise. They are killing
and torturing our intellectuals for
fear that they may express their honest opinions. That new order took
away our freedom of the press and
freedom of speech -a sure way of demoralizing a nation. That new order
took away our Korean names which
were replaced by Japanese ones. They
are teaching our innocent children
that the Mikado is God and every-
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one else is as mere rubbish. Thus
the Japanese perpetuate the highest
crime against heaven and against humanity.

Did He?
reports that our presT identpressmade
a secret tour of
HE

inspection to various parts of our
country. It is said that he discovered a number of things while on
this tour. What we are wondering about is this: Did he discover,
among other things, that two of
the great thought-pattern forming
agencies, the movie and the radio,
propaganda agencies for the war
effort in all its aspects, are failing
most pitifully and most disgrace£ull y in the fulfilment of their responsibilities?
It is both a disgusting · and a
tragic fact that these agencies,
representing the so-called "show
interests" of America, are so far
removed from the pulse of the
American people in its present
attitudes of mind and sentiments
of heart that they seem to dwell
in foreign lands and to have no
conception of the American spirit.
When one observes by what methods the movies, the radio programs, and the Hollywood actors
and actresses are trying to promote the war effort and to sell
war bonds, for instance, one is
filled with nausea. The idea that

seductive blondes must be brought
on from Hollywood and that they
must, by the display of their
glamorous personages or the raffling of their slippers and hosiery,
sweeten for the average American
citizen the presumably bitter task ·
of buying war bonds, is an insult
to every self-respecting American
man and woman. The methods
employed in the sale of bonds
make it appear almost as though
Uncle Sam were swindling everyone to whom he sells a bond and
as though some circus stunt had
to be employed for the purpose
of momentarily blinding the individual so that he might become
unmindful of the fraud and make
his investment.
It is not necessary to give a long
list of the palpable puerilities of
which the people in the show
business have made themselves
guilty. It is high time, however,
for decent and self-respecting
American citizens, who know
what this war is all about and
who know what the American
way of life means to them, to protest, and protest violently, against
the cheap and burlesque way in
which the "show interests" of the
country are trying to promote the
war effort. This business of war
is so earnest, the things at stake
are so great, and the temper of
the American people is so serious
that anyone wishing to speak to
the millions of our land on this
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subject ought do so in a manner which !espects the prevailing
American attitude.
We wonder whether the president discovered this while making
his tour of inspection and whether he will bring his enormous influence to bear to effect a change
in the propaganda methods which
are being used on the home front.

Election Time
HEN these lines are read,
election time will again be
at hand. In keeping with immemorial American political tradition, the usual amount of mud
has been slung, charges and counter-charges hurled, and extravagant promises made to an electorate which, by and large, appears notably unimpressed. This
year's campaign departs from the
routine pre-election pattern only
in the new political strategy of
appealing to "patriotism" and
"loyalty" in the frantic drive for
votes. The shadows of Hitler and
Tojo hover over the political
arena.
The most ~mportant thing
about the November elections,
however, is the fact that they are
being held. We have ample cause
for gratitude, indeed, that here in
this free land we still enjoy the
privilege of suffrage, of ' choosing

W
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our own representatives in Congress, and of determining, through
these representatives, our own
governmental policies. The freedom of the ballot box is one of
the foundation stones of our
democratic system. If that freedom is ever surrendered, we shall
have lost one of the things for
which we are fighting.
That freedom, however, is one
of which the American people
must prove themselves worthy.
We shall not prove ourselves
worthy of that freedom if we
show our indifference to it by
staying away from the polls on
election day. We shall not prove
ourselves worthy of it if we place
partisan politics above the concern . for good government. We
shall not prove ourselves worthy
of it if we abdicate the fundamental American right of constructive criticism, which has for
its object only the nation's welfare.
Now, if ever, America's paramount need is an intelligent, responsible, well-informed citizenry. A convincing proof of good
citizenship will be a trip to the
polls on November 3, and a ballot cast for those candidates-of
whatever party they may be-who
seem best qualified to work for
good government and for an effective prosecution of the war.

I._ _ _ _ _ ,
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Rationing
HERE's nothing new under the
sun. Even rationing is as old
as the hills. Let's look at only one
example-an example dating no
farther back in the past than the .
sixteenth century. Do you know
that in the days of Queen Elizabeth the English easily survived
a certain amount of governmental
control in the matter of wearing
apparel? In 1574 the redheaded
sovereign concluded that some of
her subjects were spending too
much money on clothes. So she
decided to curb their extravagance. She commanded gentlemen as well as ladies to economize. Indeed, the males of the
species were forbidden to adorn
themselves with "hose that in the
nether stockes and upper stockes
contained more than a yard and
three-quarters of finest kersey or
a shirt with double ruffs." Perhaps
good Queen Bess remembered
that in previous years she, too,
had been extravagant in what she
wore. In 1568, you know, she had
instructed one George Bradyman
to send her "three score and sixe
of the best sable skynnes to furnish us a nyghtgowne"; and four
years later she had ordered
"twelve yards of purple velvet
frized on the back side with white
and russet silke" for a new and
strikingly stylish nightie. Furthermore, she had presented the "Erie
of Leycester" with a nightshirt

T

made of no less than fourteen
yards of murry damask. Shades of
the late zoot suit!
Think back for a moment to
the piping days of peace. Weren't
we, like Queen Bess and some of
her subjects, inclined to be extravagant? No, we didn't wear
nightshirts made of fourteen yards
of choice material. Who'd want
to anyway? But weren't we needlessly wasteful in many other
things? There's some rationing
now; but it isn't hitting us hard.
So far the government hasn't said
a word to us about the size of our
nightshirts. If we put forth every
effort to win this global and total
war, we'll finish our big job with
far less governmental control of
food, fuel, and clothing than will
be necessary if we're half-hearted.

Hay Fever a~d the War
o talk about hay fever in Nois like rubbing salt
into a wound. Weeks have gone
by since Jack Frost sent the ragweed packing. The sneezes and
the tears that are caused by the
pollen of the pesky plant have
had their day for another season.
Furthermore, some reports have
it that victims of hay fever have
been rejoicing far more of late
than ever before. "Next year,"
they've been saying, "there'll be
less ragweed in the land; for we've

T vember
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heard that there'll be a systematic
and nation-wide attempt to root
it out. Then our yoke will be
easy." But two hard-working specialists have thrown a fly into the
precious ointment. Next year, we
are told, there may be more ragweed than ever. In fact, it may be
grown on a large scale. Why? Because G. F. Roedel and M. H.
Thornton, of Purdue University,
have discovered that the pestiferous herb is, in reality, a sheep in
wolf's clothing. It has a fatty oil
content, we learn, which is useful for making paint, varnish, and
nitroglycerine. Those in the know
say that the product is even better than the oil derived from the
soy bean. Next year, therefore,
the sneezes and the tears of hay
fever victims may help paint
barns, varnish floors, and blow
huge holes in . the morale of the
Japs, the Germans, and the Italians. At any rate, hay fever, with
its travail of nose and eyes, now
bids fair to play a prominent part
in our war effort.

Thanksgiving
HILE contemplating the
holes in my shoe-soles, the
vigorous, gleeful patting on my
head by our nine-month-old son
motivates me rather, with a blush
of shame, to take inventory of my
great riches.

W
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There is the first rich picture
from early childhood that is vividly imprinted in my memory:
ringing the bell for a ferry to
cross a beautiful river somewhere
in the hills of Missouri ... There
are the treasured memories of
parents who had time for their
children ... There is the crystal
air of ',Yyoming ... Mountains ...
Thunderheads; clear, cold mountain streams with lacy collars of
ice . . . There is the awful day
when we moved to the country,
when every hour brought new
causes for wonderment: the world
blanketed in snow . . . Rabbits
waiting to be dressed . . . Chickens in a warm and sheltered henhouse . . . A cow well-bedded
in the barn ... And a cat with five
kittens. Could heaven itself have
been more full of wonders? ...
There was that memorable Christmas when we received our first
rifle ... There was Mother putting us to bed after the arithmetic
assignment was finished ... And
there was Dad hustling us out in
the morning, chiefly because he
was lonesome, I believe, for he
had already finished the chores
himself ... There was the creek
where fishing taught us patience:
and what riches can compare to
the thrill of pulling out a yellowbellied bullhead glittering in the
sunlight? ... There was the grove
near the slough where Dad would
teach us to observe how the blue-

8
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jay robbed the nests; how to spot
the grass tepees of the meadow
larks and to note that the lazy
cowbird laid her eggs in the meadow lark's nest. ... Then came the
sad moment mingled with joyful
anticipation when we left home
for school: the same indescribable
emotion comes over me every autumn-a kind of joy mixed with
the overpowering longing for the
autumn hayfields and the sun on
the leeward side of a haystack.
Perhaps this is the reason I prefer "Thanatopsis" and "To a Waterfowl" to Shakespeare and Sandburg's "Chicago." ... There was
the kindly professor who had a
word of encouragement.... Then

there were the days of conflict,
but they only serve to emphasize
the brilliance of the lightbeam~
from His Book, like the billioncandle-powered rays of sunlight
breaking through the clouds over
Lake Michigan .... Idle reverie?
It sheds a little light on today's
darkness-like sunlight behind a
western tornado-and it tells me
that He who cut the lacy pattern
of my joys can hold these little
hands upon my head in His and
lead him on through all this
world's fields to heights and vistas
quite as soul-enchanting.... Perhaps someone would buy my
shoes? Neither Solomon nor Nebuchadnezzar had the price.

The Moors
Slowly the day withdrew,
Quietly as falling dewNight on the moor.
Whirr of a plover's wing;
vVine-cup of heathered spring
Urging the heart to singNight on the moor.
Darkening, the dome of sky;
The high orbs multiply;
Closing, the western door ....
Mist and the stars and INight on the moor.
-ROLAND RYDER-SMITH

I

I
The

PILGRIM
{{All the trumpets sounded for him on the
other side."
-PILGRIM'S PROGRESS
B Y

J

0 H N. S T R I E T E L M E I E R

of the fungi that thrive in
the genial waters of modern
journalism is the guest columnist. ... The guy who gets spells of
lucidity but can't stay lucid long
enough to be trusted with a permanent assignment. ... The zealot
who thinks he has a message and
hounds his writing friends until,
driven to desperate measures,
they give him a chance to unwind.
... The Big Name who has made
a fortune in the manufacture of
glue and is sure that the masses
will continue to drift aimlessly
until he lets them in on his philosophy of life .... Or, as in the
case at hand, a young apprentice
who is being allowed to use the
master's tools for the first time.
Someday, after my hands have
become more skilled in the use
of these tools, I hope to chisel out
a story of the strange days we of
the "lost generation" grew up in;
the gay years between 1920 and
1929, which most of us remember
only very faintly; the grim years
from 1929 to around 1935, during

0

which most of us got our first impressions of the world outside
our own homes; the anxious years
since 1935, during which the radiance of our youthful optimism
contended valiantly against the
inexorable darkness. . . . We
shall have no apologies for our
generation. . . . If we were the
generation that shocked our elders by demanding that they
prune the rotten limbs from the
tree of our society, we were also
the generation that stood in the
way of the axe when the Mad
Housepainter began to strike at
the roots of that tree .... If we
were the generation that laughed
at many taboos, we were also the
generation that willingly gave up
everything else to rescue hardearned rights which a new philosophy refused to recognize as
rights .... If we were the generation that took church-going and
hymn-singing too lightly to suit
our elders, we were also the generation that sometimes asked for
a loaf and received a stone.

NE
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I think that something is happening to the outlook of most of
us young people just now-something which the war undoubtedly
hastened but which the whole
course of our lives had been leading up to .... Most of us have acquired a new seriousness which
is considerably more optimistic
than the cynical gayety of a few
years ago .... It is strange how
the thunder of war drowns out
the jarring shouts of false voices
but amplifies the still, small voice
of truth .... Perhaps our seriousness is that natural seriousness
which Truth demands. . . . Certainly, our optimism stems from
a newly acquired certainty that
there are things a man can be_lieve in-things that were true
when man first began to explore
for the truth, things that were
true through ages when man
tried to explain them away, things
that are true now, things that will
still be true when both we and
our enemies shall be only names
in the memories of new nations
who will have found even more
dreadful tools of war than we
have.

No IndivIdual Is Indispensable
the most obvious
in our attitude has
been a reappraisal of ourselves as
individuals .... It is impossible to
ossiBLY

P change

be an actor in the gigantic drama
of our times and suppose that any
one individual is indispensable .to
the whole play .... Some of us are
simple supernumeraries, destined
to play through a short part of
the first scene, then leave the
stage .... Some of us will be playing in the final scene .... The important thing, then, is not to be
greatly concerned with how long
we are on the stage, but with how
well we play our roles while we
are on.
Along with this new appreciation of our own transitoriness has
come a restless anxiety to fasten
on to things that endure .... For
some of us that has meant a return to religion .... Not to the
cheap, diluted balderdash with
which many well-fed Pharisees
deluded themselves into a false
security during the fat .years, but
to the stern, rugged religion of
the early church, which was just
as fervent in proclaiming the
reality of sin as it was in proclaiming the mercy of God toward sinners .... And many of us
are wondering how long it will
be before many deluded men and
women recognize the signs of the
times and quit dishing out soothing-syrups which, we know, are
mere tickle-stoppers and not remedies.
Another product of this reappraisal of ourselves has been a
reappraisal of the importance of

'
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the events that are going on about
us .... \Vhile recognizing that our
fate and the fate of our children
hang in the balance, we realize
that these are the events of an instant in the history of man and
that, while it behooves us to fight
like men, our defeat would not
be the ultimate defeat of the
things for which we are fighting.
... History has a way of emphasizing the seemingly unimportant
things and de-emphasizing the
seemingly important things . . . .
To the newspaperman of 18og
the most important news of the
year might have been the inauguration of President James Madison .... Or the bloody path of
Napoleon Bonaparte .... Or the
debates at Westminster .... History has circled that year as the
year Mr. and Mrs. Tom Lincoln,
of Kentucky, had a baby.

Our Personal Ambitions
rna jor change in
T our second
outlook has to do with
HE

our own personal ambitions ....
As late as 1939 I, like most of my
friends, was looking for worlds to
conquer.... We were impatient
to be doing things, big things ....
Looking back now, we see that
we were too much impressed by
the gilt of living, by what Hollywood likes to call glamor .... We
had not yet seen enough of the

11

skyscrapers we were going to
build to realize that every one of
their oak-panelled offices had to
be cleaned by old women whose
knees were scratched by kneeling
over wash buckets .... We had not
yet learned enough about economics to know that every dime
we added to the riches we were
going to pile up would have to
come from somebody who would
then have a dime less .... We had
not yet been lonely enough to
realize that the White House itself could be an intolerable prison if there were no friend! y voice
and no sympathetic heart to break
the loneliness of a solitary life ....
We had not yet seen the clay feet
of popular idols closely enough
to make us turn from them to the
simplicity of children.
This winter of 1942 finds us
readjusting our sights.... From
the wreckage of our castles in
Spain we have built small homes
with firesides and friendly doors.
... From a foolish and fruitless
race for admiration and popular
approval we have taken up the
long and humbling search for
love .... For we know that in the
world of 1952 the great and powerful men will not be the men
who can offer their fellows a more
efficient way to kill, but the men
who can, from their own experiences, offer the common men and
women the things the common
people have always wanted and

12
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never yet attained .... Such things the democratic process to turn up
as secure homes . ... A chance to such specimens as Warren Hardbring children into a world ing and H uey Long and Gene
friendly to children .... The right Talmadge and Frank Hague and
to love and be loved without the Jimmy Walker .... Nor for havthreat of being torn apart by con- ing allowed hundreds of thouditions over which they have no sands to suffer want in the richest
control. ... The right to work nation of all times .... Nor for
without the torment of knowing having made the pursuit of wealth
that what a worker in one coun- and pleasure the all-absorbing
try produces will be ~sed to rip theme of modern life . .. . Nor for
open the body of another work- having denounced as war-moner's son.
gers those among them who said
We who are being called upon that every starving Pole was an
to fight for America wonder, in indictment of our selfishness and
this winter of 1942, what the that the blood of every unayoung men across No Man's Land venged Chinaman screamed to
are thinking these days .... Are heaven for vengeance upon us.
they still sold on the idea that ... But we are grateful, supremewar is a glorious adventure? ... ly grateful, to them for having
Do they still think that youth's kept alive, however feebly, the
grandest destiny is to die for the last, best hope of the world ....
glory of the fatherland ? ... Have A society where children can play
they heard of those twin signposts in the open air .... Where every
toward a better tomorrow, the community can have as good or
Atlantic Charter and Mr. Wal- as bad a government as it wants.
lace's masterful address on the ... vVhere a young man who concentury of the common man? ... scientiously objects to war can
Are they sold on the H errenvolk obey his conscience and still live.
myth, · or would they rather be ... Where the President sits down
just ordinary folks, enjoying the and talks to his fellow-countrysimple pleasures which a loving men on equal terms .... Where a
God meant for all His children restless young man can hold on
to enjoy?
to dreams of a better world ....
And we are grateful, in this Where the dreadful binge of war
winter of 1942, to our elders in- is considered an interruption of
dividually and as a group . . . . progress rather than a high-water
Oh, we're not grateful to them mark in national life.
for having bungled the peace of
But, most of all, we are glad
1918 .... Nor for having allowed to be young in this winter of 1942.
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... We cannot look upon this
war as a finality, for we know
that some of us will still be here
when the captains and the kings
depart, as they always have, to
make room for youth. . . . And
then we shall still have almost
half a century left. . . . Fifty
years in which to build a world
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to our liking.
Fifty years in
which to watch our children
grow up from squealing infants
to strong, · healthy men and
women .... Fifty years in which
to forget the darkness of these
days .... Fifty years in which to
walk slowly with those we love
toward our Father's house.
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vVe need the fine arts now more than e·uer

No Blackout for the Arts
By

HERBERT

o

H.

UMBACH

reverse an old proverb
says that in times of
peace we should prepare for the
needs of war, I affirm that in this
time of war we should make
ready for the needs of peace. In
particular, the cultural advantages of the arts should not today
be pushed aside because they happen not to be on the priorities
list. Literature, music, and painting should not be blacked out for
the duration, lest these finest
flowerings of freedom be so curtailed for both artist and audience that our America become
herein indistinguishable from the
aggressor in his evil habit of suppressing the liberties of individuals.
Several voices have been raised
of late in similar protest. Representative of the opinion of a large
group of professional minds is
the following statement frvm the
published report of The Commission on Trends in Education,
a committee appointed last year

T which

by The Modern Language Association of America:
American involvement in the war
naturally creates problems for all of
us. One question to be faced is
whether we should curtail or even
abandon our plans for continuing
defense of our subjects and of the
humanities in general. . . . .
The peril is a direct outgrowth of
the war itself. I mean the danger
that in our preoccupation with the
prosecution of the war-and certainly
that ought to come first with all of
us-we may allow cultural and artistic and musical studies-the liberal
studies, in short-to be neglected. To
use the popular phrase, we must see
to it that the "lights of civilization,"
now dimmed or even extinguished in
so much of the world, shall be kept
burning as brightly as possible here.
That is a service we owe to humanity, secondary only to the immediate
need for military and economic defense of the rights of humanity to
"life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness."

Indicative of popular opinion,
moreover, is a good essay printed
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in The New York Times Magazine for April 19, 1942, by Erwin
Edman, under the title I have
chosen for this essay. This professor of philosophy at Columbia
University explains that
it requires but a mom ent's reflection
to see how dangerous it would be to
black out the creative arts until the
war is over. There is reason enough,
we are reliably assured, for believing
it will be a long war. It is obvious
that in that war, however large the
armed forces, there will be an incomparably larger civilian population
that, for all its sacrifices and war
vvork, will go on living, outwardly at
least, as civilians. Millions of people,
however eager to serve and however
eagerly serving, will have to serve
in civili an capacities, in factories,
schools, hospitals, offices, in all the:
complicated services of ordinary civilian life organized toward a single
war aim.
The reason why we need to be
reminded so often that "this is war"
is because civilian life does go on,
for all the differences, with a deceptive normality. The differences will
loom larger, however, and as they
loom larger, the importance of what
may at first seem like the luxuries of
the fine arts will be made clearer.
The tensions and the hysterias will
grow more, not Jess. The strain of
bad news, the dislocation of p ersonal
lives, the anxiety about relatives and
friends in the armed forces, the weariness of renunciation will grow, especially in the civilian population.
There will be perplexity, there will
be boredom.
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All these things are present, in
normal times, in civilian lives. They
are intensified by the blackouts, physical and spiritual, of wartime. The
consolations and refreshment of the
arts are familiar enough in normal
epochs. Their cu rative and energizing
values are more obvious and more
needed now than ever.

What Is the Stake?
the arts have a stake in
T the present
conflict is beyond
HAT

dispute. Anyone interested in
just what that stake is should
study a paper contributed last
year to "The Conference on Science, Philosophy, and Religion
in their Relation to the Democratic Way of Life," held at Columbia University. This particular essay by the Johns Hopkins
University professor of philosophy
is included in a symposium called
ScienceJ PhilosophyJ and ReligionJ which the conference recently published. What the democratic state offers the artist, the author concludes,
is a greater tolerance of diversity, a
greater willingness, at least in principle, to harmonize conflicts, a greater freedom to seek novel and unpopular [be<;:ause progressive] ends.
Those artists who agree to the desirability of such a state of affairs will
see that their stake in democracy is
high; those who do not, will see no
more reason why they should struggle to preserve a democratic order
than to destroy it.
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Similarly, the liberty of art and
of artists will be hampered in degree by a blackout of the arts in
· democratic countries. What kind
of freedom is it if subject to unnecessary control?

A Popular Misconception
N my opinion, the argument
for blacking out the arts at
present, during the war, arises
from a popular misconception
of the raison d' etre of the arts.
You and I have ·heard the fine
arts, or the liberal arts, described
as drugs or opiates or escape
mechanisms. A better name would
be stimulants or tonics or restoratives. Rather than being a retreat to the unreal or fanciful or
sentimental dreams of mankind,
"escape" through painting, music, and literature is like gaining
the freedom of a quiet countryside after leaving the crowded
streets of a noisy metropolis. It
is like liberating yourself from
the conflicting regimentation of
pressure groups within society in
order to discover the harmonic
sounds of a symphony, the blending of lines in a painting, the
rhythm of lyric experience in a
poem.
In the best of times man needs
the arts to help him interpret the
meaning of life. Why not use the
arts similarly in the worst of
times? Life at its best is filled
with sorrows, distractions, intima-

I

tions of defeat, and the stern
reality of blood, sweat, and tears.
What is true of life in peacetime
is merely more acutely true in
wartime. Can anyone deny that
one of the best values of art is this:
that it universally fills the human
spirit with more interest, variety,
serenity, and significance than
life itself affords? Again, will
anyone deny that many of the
necessary jobs and sacrifices of
life under war conditions are dull
and exhausting, so that the bleak
and anxious spaces during crises
are more nerve-wracking than usual? Certainly this is not the time
to confine the very elements our
individual spirits need most! It
is one thing to cut down on extravagances and luxuries, but it
is another matter, indeed, to declare a moratorium on certain
essentials of Christian liberty.
The freedom which we of the
democracies insist must be preserved at all costs includes freedom of artistic creation. I here
speak of creation as the name for
a new and individual way of sensing, and then interpreting, the
problems of human existence.
Hence the creative artist must be
given real opportunity to create
art at any time. For those of us,
moreover, who are not geniuses,
part of the tonic effect of the arts
is that they enable us to share
sorpething of the spontaneity and
freshness of unoppressed, self-dis-

'
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ciplined artists. But a restriction
curtailing creation and enjoyment
of the arts, war or no war, would
certain! y be a boomerang on the
cause of freedom.
Fortunately, civilization can
survive this world-wide war, as it
has in the past. While this Armageddon spreads, the damage
wrought is indeed titanic, yet not
so injurious to culture as to make
us feel as gloomy as did Romain
Rolland when, in an eloquent
passage written at the beginning
of the First World War, he spoke
of that ordeal as "a sacrilegious
conflict which shows a maddened
Europe ascending its funeral pyre
and, like Hercules, destroying itself with its own hands." Mankind is heir to all the ages. The
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heritage cannot be utterly destroyed, for it has been diffused
too widely to be obliterated in
any number of destroyed places.
Libraries, museums, scientific collections, and technological apparatus are almost everywhere.
The real danger of injury to
civilization comes from within,
i.e., from ourselves, in the times
that try men's souls. In our zeal
to sacrifice in order to win the
present war we may blindly black
out even the arts. Proponents
thereof are numerous already.
Nothing would more definitely cripple our culture and possibly that of future generations as
well. Herein, as elsewhere, where
there is no vision, the people per·
ish.

On Roman Shaving
In ancient Rome shaving was almost universal. Yet
no one shaved himself, but submitted his face to the
tonsores (barbers) whose tools were mostly inadequate
and cuts and gashes were so frequent that Pliny the
Elder preserved for posterity the recipe for the plaster
which was most suitable to staunch the bleeding, a recipe
unpleasant enough: spider's webs soaked in oil and
vinegar.

1
An interview with Hm-ry Scherman~
president of the Book-of-the-Month Club

•
Books In
Wartime
By

EDWIN SEAVER

Major Alexander P. de Seversky's
Victory Through Air Power as- an
extra book-of-the-month for June
along with Franz Werfel's novel,
The Song of Bernadette~ which
had previously been selected. In
this case, for the first time in the
club's history, a book was chosen
for distribution after publication
date. Mr. Scherman and the board
of judges, as well as the publishers, Simon and Schuster, felt that
the benefits derived from a wide
and immediate circulation of the
book outweighed precedent.
As a general thing, people read
more during wartime, Mr. Scherman thinks. He bases his observations on the reactions of the British and Canadian people during
the past three years·. In Canada,
for instance, membership in the
Book-of-the-Month Club has gone
up, as it has in this country.

There will be no blackout on
books in this war-quite the reverse.
The number of books read will increase almost in direct ratio to the
determination of the American people to fight the war to a victorious
conclusion.

C' o thinks Harry Scherman, a
0 grey - haired, quiet - spoken
man, who should know whereof
he speaks. As author, economist,
and president and founder of the
Book-of-the-Month Club, the nation's pioneer and largest book
club, he is possibly better qualified to know the nation's literary
mind than anybody else. In the
sixteen years of the club's existence he has been instrumental in
selling more books to more people than any other man in history. And for the duration of the
war, Mr. Scherman thinks, the
best sellers will be serious nonfiction books, fact-finders, fact-interpreters, and "inside stories."
As an example, the Book-ofthe-Month Club recently chose

During any period of sustained
concern-and I want to differentiate
that from a period of heightened excitement, which causes a drop in
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reading of all kinds-people turn to
books for an explanation. Books,
rather than magazines or newspapers, because so much has to be
written so fast for the press and the
magazines-and the radio-that very
little of lasting value finds its way
into any of these mediums.
I don't mean that this journalistic
writing is unimportant. Far from it!
But for complete satisfaction people
seek what is presented in book form.
A book is solid; it's between two
covers. To the public this very form
symbolizes something of permanent
value-that what is said will endure
and have some interest in the future
as well as the present. Authors feel
the same way about books. They
sell their off-the-anvil writing to
magazines, but they want their best
work to be preserved in a book.

BEST SELLERS
GLANCE at the list of best sellers seems to bear out Mr.
Scherman's contention. The top
two in the non-fiction class, as of
this writing, are Mission to M oscow and Flight to Arras. The first
answers all the qualifications of a
best seller in wartime, according
to Mr. Scherman. It is a fact book,
describing a country in the headlines about which there has been
little news and much misinformation during the past five years.
The second is a poetic account of
a "lost cause" assignment by
France's leading poet-aviator, Antoine de Saint-Exupery.
In fiction Steinbeck's The Moon

A
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I~ Down barely noses out Pearl
Buck's Dragon Seed. (Both Bookof-the-Month Club choices, by
the way.) Both books describe different but grim phases of the war.
This is hardly escape literature.
Even such a military man's book
as Defense Will Not Win the
War is third on the nonfiction
best-seller list.
Mr. Scherman is an expert on
what the public will buy. He is
also a force in helping make up
its mind what it will buy. For
many years he has been rated the
best direct mail-ad copy-writer in
the country. (He still writes his
own advertising copy for the
Book-of-the-Month Club.) So one
might be inclined to declare that
as a prophet he exercises an unfair advantage over others in the
field. He can make his prophecies
come true. Actually, Mr. Scherman exercises no influence in selecting the book-of-the-month.
The selection is made by a board
of judges: William Allen White,
Dorothy Canfield, Christopher
Morley, and Henry Seidel Canby.
Mr. Scherman picked this board
of judges sixteen years ago, when
the Book-of-the-Month Club was
first founded. It was founded on
the principle that so many books
are printed that the average reader has to spend all his reading
time assessing the criticisms written about the books in order to
get a clear picture of what book
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he wants to buy. As a result, he
frequently doesn't buy any. Mr.
Scherman gambled on the supposition that the public would
accept the recommendations of a
highly respected literary caucus,
and he chose his judges not only
for their sound literary reputation but for their wide catholicity of taste. He reasoned that any
book they chose would inevitably
appeal to many readers in all
parts of the country. The constant increase in membership and
the ever growing influence of the
club have borne out the soundness of this theory. Today the
club has well over half a million
members and is still adding to
them.
Mr. Scherman's duties as president of the club, aside from
guiding its general destinies, are
in selecting the book dividends,
usually classics beautifully illustrated and bound, or modern
books whose popularity has been
established. The dividends are,
in great measure, responsible for
bringing many new ~ubscribers to
the club.
WINNOWING THE CHAFF
ODAY the Book-of-the-Month
Club is a large but basically
simple organization. Buttressing
the board of judges is a staff of
twenty readers, who winnow the
literary chaff. Each book submitted by the publishers gets a writ-

T

ten report from a reader, and
these reports are forwarded to the
board of judges. Books getting
an A report must be read by all
the judges; books with a B report
must be read by at least two of
them; C books may be read by a
judge if he is particularly interested in the subject. Occasionally,
as in the case of junior Miss and
Christ in Concrete~ Band C books
are revised upward and are finally chosen books-of-the-month.
A book-of-the-month is almost
invariably a best seller-a minimum of 185,ooo copies being distributed by the club alone, thus
automatically increasing the sale
in the book stores because of the
greatly heightened reader interest. As Variety put it, the club is
the publisher's giant jackpot. In
this way one can see tlie tremendous importance of the selection
of Victory Through Air Power~
which Mr. Scherman estimates
will go to 35o,ooo subscribers before distribution is completed.
A few years ago Mr. Scherman
wrote his first book, The Promises Men Live By~ a clear and simple exposition of debit and credit. Bernard Baruch exclaimed on
reading it, "I would rather have
written this book than anything
rve ever done!" Mr. Scherman's
most recent book was The Last
Best Hope of Earth~ a simply
written thesis described as the
most thoughtful book yet pub-

'
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lished on the war. Neither this
nor any other book by Mr. Scherman has been chosen as a bookof-the-month. No book by any
officer of the club rna y be so designated. Mr. Scherman made this
ruling himself at the outset.
Books play an important part
in sustaining the morale of our
armed forces, Mr. Scherman
thinks. From his son, Private
Thomas Scherman, who, although
still in his twenties, is an outstanding young musician (lately
he has been transferred to an Officers' Training School), he learns
that this army is very much of a
reading army-more, Mr. Scherman believes, than the one of
twenty-five years ago. As 'a result
he has campaigned extensively to
raise books from Book-of-theMonth Club members in the re-
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cent USO Victory Book Drive.
Every member is urged to contribute at least two books to the
campaign; and if this minimum
is met, it will net the army, the
navy, and the merchant marine
one million books. In a more direct way, with the consent of the
War Department, the Book-ofthe-Month Club presented a total
of 456 full gift subscriptions to
training camps, service clubs and
Corps Area libraries. This approximates a donation of more
than 22,ooo new books a year at
a retail value of $46,ooo.
"In Germany," declares Mr.
Scherman, "the government symbolized its attitude towards culture by burning books. In our
country we use books as well as
bullets in our battle to preserve
democracy.''

Each of us calls those ideas clear that are in the same
state of confusion as his own.
-MARCEL PROUST

Power always corrupts, and absolute power corrupts
absolutely.
-LoRn AcTON

THE

"-.-S£ft_{~'f'<f Ja_ ASTR 0LABE
BY

THEODORE GRAEBNER
AND W. G. POLACK

---------------------------------+·~-------------RALPH ADAMS CRAM

asked, Who is the best church
architect in the country? We presented the name of the man who,
in our opinion, was just that. He
became the cboice of the committee. His plans were adopted. Two
units of the group of buildings
he designed have since been built,
and they stand today as a fine
monument to his genius. The architect was Ralph Adams Cram.

~
Back in the ear Iy twenties
•
the congregation which we
were serving in a flourishing midwestern city started out on a local church extension program.
Property was purchased in a section of the city into which the
young married couples were moving, for the purpose of erecting a
branch school and church. At the
first meeting of the building committee the choice of a suitable architect was under discussion.
Much to our joy it soon became
apparent that this committee was
not going to pick the first architect that might be at hand. After
agreeing on a long-range building program for what would ultimately be an independent congregation, including the erection
of a school, church, parish house,
and parsonage, the question was

ru
A GREAT ARTIST
~ Now Ralph Adams Cram
is dead. He died, at 78, on
September 22, and his funeral
was held at the Church of St.
John the Evangelist, Boston, two
days later. He did more than any
other man to improve the architecture of the Protestant churches
in our country. The great Cathe22
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dral of St. John the Divine, in
New York City, is no doubt his
greatest and most widely known
achievement. When one stands
within the towering walls of this
edifice, one cannot help but feel
that here Mr. Cram fulfilled the
dream of his younger days when
he was first impressed by the great
Gothic churches of Europe and
secretly hoped that he might some
day bring some of this transcendent beauty to America.
Though Mr. Cram began the
study of architecture when he
was only seventeen, he did nor
definitely decide on this as a career until he had tried his hand
at other things. He was for a time
art critic on the Boston Evening
Transcript and then for two years
designed wall paper and home
furnishings. Two trips to Europe,
during which he steeped himself
in the art and architecture of its
medieval culture, finally brought
the decision to begin designing
and building churches. Fortunately, his crusade for Gothic architecture met with a ready response in many Protestant circles.
The number of churches designed
or redesigned by Mr. Cram and
his various associates over a period of nearly fifty years runs into hundreds and includes cathedrals, large city churches, chapels,
and more modest country and village churches. Among his larger
buildings are the cathedrals in
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Hastings, Nebraska; Dallas, Texas; Detroit; and Halifax, Nova
Scotia; and among the chapels at
colleges and universities are those
at the United States Military
Academy at West Point, Princeton University, Wheaton College,
and the University of the South.
He was consulting architect for
the Washington Cathedral and
the San Francisco Cathedral.

A LOYAL CHURCH MEMBER
~

Ralph Adams Cram was

(\1) a faithful member of the
Protestant Episcopal Church.
"Everything he undertook was inspired, guided, and undergirt by
religion" -that is the tribute the
Living Church) organ of that
body, paid him. He did not need
a great project to arouse his interest, as many church building
committees with only small means
at their disposal can testify. Of
his small churches the most interesting is perhaps the little
thirteenth-century chapel, dedicated to St. Elizabeth of Hungary,
which he built on his estate,
Whitehill, in Sudbury, Massachusetts, near his colonial home,
where he spent most of his time
in recent years.
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ing for their soberness and sound
TWO COLUMNISTS AND
judgment. He said:
THE BIBLE
Of course, the Bible is a matter of
~ Some time ago two newspa- taste. The clergyman who thinks
~ per columnists brought the
that it is disreputable to cite the
Bible prominently into their daily Bible to bear witness (not evidence,
comments. One is Boake Carter, as he says) perhaps lacks a taste for
who does it every so often. He the book. Many clergymen these days
seems to have gone overboard in devote their sermons to current litthe matter of fantastic interpre- erature and current events. Perhaps
tations of Old Testament proph- he prefers a modern novel or the
ecies, seeing a number of them statistics of the Brookings Institution. My own taste is conservative
fulfilled in the present war. We and runs to the past for proved wisdo not agree with him, but we do dom. I might use Aristotle or St.
admire the stretch of his imagi- Thomas Aquinas or even Maimonation. It has been evident to nides, but somehow I find in BibliBible students since the days of cal accounts and in Biblical guidthe Gnostics and the church fath- ance the bridge that carries me
er Origen that he who looks for across this age of madness.
hidden and mysterious meanings
Every Christian will say amen
beyond the literal sense of a text to another statement of Mr: Sois limited only by the bounds of kolsky's on the need of our day
his speculative ability.
to look to the Bible for guidance
The other columnist is George E. in the problems that confront us:
Sokolsky. One day he took Mayor
I am sure that one of our rna jor
La Guardia to task for telling the difficulties-and when I say our I
young boys of New York City to mean the whole of mankind-is that
squeal on their fathers if the lat- we have lost guidance, moving rapter went in for heavy drinking, idly but without compass. The end
of the nineteenth century threw God
betting on the ponies, etc. Thereover as a guide and accepted Science,
upon Mr. Sokolsky received let- but Science offered only facts but no
ters from several clergymen criti- guidance, knowledge but not wisdom,
cising him for quoting the Scrip- details to the minutia of the electron
tures in that connection, one find- but no philosophy of life. And in
ing the quotations "nauseatingly the twentieth century we accepted
hypocritical," the other "as dis- the great teachings of economics and
sociology and our prophet was Karl
reputable."
Marx-and where are we? We are
In his reply to these gentlemen confused and perplexed. We are like
of the cloth the columnist made madmen, hating each other. Every
some statements that are refresh- miserable prejudice and pettiness of
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the most pnm1t1ve savage has become a way of life adopted by millions of people and praised as an
ethical procedure. We shall soon be
erecting totem poles in honor of the
greatest haters and building idols of
clay to mark our descent from civilization ....
And yet it is a clergyman who says
in a letter, "The bringing of the
Bible to bear evidence for him
(struck me) as disreputable." Where
shall one turn these days for guidance? To politicians who deceive? To
clergymen who have become politicians? For the man without guidance
lives in a vacuum; nothing has come
before and he can find no road to
the future. I turn to the wisdom of
the ages and find there a transcendant comfort. For those who destroy
are a multitude, but the builder is
often and wearily alone.

m
THAT GREAT FRATERNITY

It was in the concert hall
~
of
a Scottish Rite Temple
•
and the occasion was a symphony
concert. We were seated next to
an imposing-looking personage
of the Daughters of the American
Revolution type, middle-aged,
dressed expensively, her accents
those of Eastern culture. After
studying the insignia of Masonic
Order that had been worked into
the decorations she quite audibly
remarked to her neighbor:
"These secret orders have outlived their usefulness. You can-
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not have any good ones without
having bad ones. The secrecy is
wrong in itself."
Some years ago Charles Merz,
in Harper's Magazine) made an
attempt to analyze the oathbound system: "We have reached
a stage," he says, "when half the
adult population of America now
owns a fezJ a scimitar, a secret
code, two feet of plume, a cutlass,
or a pair of Anatolian breeches.
Secrecy today includes," he continued, "the Maccabees, who
meet in 'Hives'; the Red Men,
who meet in 'Tribes'; the Prophets, who meet in 'Grottos'; the
'V"atchmen, who meet in 'Forts';
the Stags, who meet in 'Droves';
the Owls, who meet in 'Nests';
and the Eagles, who meet in
'Aeries.' It includes these new
and rapidly growing secret orders
-the Beavers, Lions, Serpents,
Roosters, Orioles, Deer, Geese,
Goats, and Bears. It includes organizations like the Elks and the
Foresters and the Modern Order
of White Mahatmas and the Concatenated Order of the Hoo-Hoo,
the Christian Knights and Heroines of Ethiopia of the Eastern
and Western Hemispheres, the
Sheiks of the Mosque, and the
Iridescent Order of Iris, and the
Benevolent Order of Monkeys,
and the Hooded Ladies of the
Mystic Den."
Now, what makes men (and
women) behave that way?
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ln his Emotions of Men (the
McGraw-Hill Book Co., Inc.) Mr.
F. H. Lund devotes a chapter to
Vicarious Satisfaction of the Emotzons. In it he says:
To one making his first acquaintance with that most thriving institution of American life, the lodge,
there would doubtless be much to
puzzle and astonish. Such an observer would have difficulty in understanding the decorum, the dress, the
ritual, the pomp, and the display
characterizing the functions of this
institution. Particularly would he be
mystified if he were to make a round
of rtll lodges, of a 11 the eight hundred or more societies and secret orders to which thirty million, or very
nearly one-half the adult population
of the United States now claim membership.
On such a round of observation
he would be confronted with men
in the dress and regalia of Indian
chieftains. He would see others in
the armor of medieval knights, others in the plumes and haberdashery
of a Don Quixote. Men in togas,
fezes, and oriental tr::~ppings. Men
with miters and girdles, with plumes
and epaulettes. Some would appear
in the role of woodmen, and of
hunters, others as prophets, rajahs,
Brahmins, and seers. He would hear
of oaths and of secrets, of passwords,
signs, and countersigns, all reminiscent of the time when he as a boy
played Indian, robber, or pirate. The
orders themselves he would hear described as "mystic," "imperial," "ancient," "veiled," and "enchanted."
What significance could he attach

to all this? What could he make of
the ceremony, the ritual, the paraphernalia and display? How was he
to understand the special appeals,
the modes of address, and the highsounding phrases? From a member
of one of the orders he might learn
that these organizations were instituted for social and economic reasons. Some of these reasons he might
be able to see. But he could hardly
be expected to trace all that he beheld to such sources. It was hardly
for economic reasons that a normally
sober business man would don a fez,
drape himself in a toga, or subject
himself to the tedium of memorizing long passages of ritual.
Indeed, even a man thoroughly
familiar with the lodge, and entirely
sympathetic with its views and methods, would scarcely venture an account of its existence in purely economic terms. He would realize that
the economic advantages which might
attach to membership in a secret order could hardly be considered the
only incentives in joining. And certainly the striking phenomena to
which we have referred could not
be traced to such a basis.
For these, accordingly, we shall
have to seek another explanation.
This we find in man's demand for
vicarious expression. In the ceremonies and functions of secret orders we have a very good example
of indirect and substitute realization
of emotional needs. To such functions and to such indirect and vicarious methods of satisfying emotional needs we may perhaps best
apply the term play.
To really understand the special
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practices and manifestations of secret orders, we shall have to realize
to what extent they represent man
at play, adult man engaging in a
form of make-believe. It is modern
man, weary of his own civilization,
but fascinated by the romance of another. Through the use of the dress,
the ritual, and the symbols of ano.ther age, he would momentarily
project himself into that age, and
thus recover the feelings and experiences belonging to it. The assumptions of knighthood and chivalry, of
mystic powers and insight, appeal to
him in a day when there are no
knights, or saints, or seers, in a land
which has no chivalrous tradition, in
a civilization which does not provide
_a normal outlet for man's most primitive and adventurous impulses. As
long as he lives in a world which
through over-mechanization has lost
·flavor and gotten out of touch with
nature, he will continue to be fascinated by a life in which he will
be able to play Indian, Woodman,
Knight, and he will continue to be
fascinated by a life in which heroism,
hazard, and adventure are real.

~
THEN CAME THE KINGFISH
Both Mr. Merz and Mr.
Lund refer to the lodge
system as embracing "half the
adult population of America."
This is probably true when it is
considered that nearly every Negro in the United States is a member at least of one secret order;
the proportion does not hold
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among the white population.
Furthermore, if the fraternities
are referred to as in their heyday
of popularity in both these analyses, written only some ten years
ago, this does not hold good today. Merz mentions nine "new
and rapidly growing" secret orders-but of these only one is in
existence today. A strong recession has been observable lately in
the statistics of secret societies.
And the psychological explanation which Lund offers in his
chapter on the "Vicarious Satisfaction of the Emotions" serves also
to explain the new phenomenon
of decline. Lund treats the mystic appeal of the ritual as an escape mechanism for men weary
of a drab existence. To the extent in which the conditions from
which escape was sought have improved, the appeal of more romantic modes of existence-like
that of a crusading knight, a frontiersman, the Iroquois in the forest, the nymphs and graces of
mythology - have lost their appeal.
It is not difficult to select the
new factors in American life
which have brought about the decline of interest in the rituals of
fraternalism-decline which is illustrated by the dissolution of
many of these "grottos," "nests,"
etc., and the heavy emphasis on
the insurance feature which has
taken the place of the old stress
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on spiritual and moral benefits.
These factors are three in number.
When the Ford car came into
vogue and other manufacturers
followed in the production of
cheap cars so that the average
American was able to take his
family on pleasant evening spins
into the country or on visits to
friends, reached in a few minutes,
when formerly there was a street
car ride of an hour, the attendance at initiations and the month! y meetings of the Lodge began
to show a decrease. As the ownership of an automobile began to
be commonplace, the effect became startlingly evident in all organizations depending on the personal attendance of their membership for prosperity, even for
existence. Local societies with a
membership of 6oo dwindled to
an attendance of less than fifty.
Next the motion picture. There
was more of a romantic thrill in
following the adventures of a
Valentino, and of Richard Dix,
Douglas Fairbanks, or the Gish
sisters than could be supplied by
the "Who goes there?" "A loyal
knight of Saladin's host!" theatricals, or than the clatter of tin
swords could give the town's people in six months of "initiations."
So the folks went to the movie
theater and deserted the Aeries.
A little later, in the comfort of
the home, by a turn of the dial,
songs, vaudeville, mystery stor-

ies, adventure, the excitement of
national conventions, came over
the radio and kept people indoors
at home or with friends when
otherwise they sought relief from
the tedium of existence by attending a session at the I. 0. 0. F.
hall or at the Alhambra Grotto.
I suppose night baseball delivered another blow to an institution which had long ago become
ridiculous through contrast with
the higher forms of vicarious satisfaction for the emotions. When
Amos and Andy introduced the
Kingfish with his small villainies and hypocritical chatter, there
was the final proof that an institution which once had held the
love and even admiration of great
masses of Americans, was on a
definite decline. It could be ridiculed with impunity. No movement which depends on popular
support can prosper when the
comedian finds it profitable to
make horseplay of it for the entertainment of the masses.

PREPARATIONS FOR
WORLD CONQUEST
~
~

Mr. Louis P. Lochner, for
many years head of the Associated Press Bureau in Berlin,
is on a lecture circuit. If you
can, go and hear him. What could
not be told in the press reports
during the rise of Hitlerism is
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being told now by a man who
saw and heard Adolf Hitler many
times and whose uncanny nose
for significant information served
him well as he viewed the political and military development of
Naziism. He saw things which
others beheld but did not see, and
he relates his story dispassionately. While a devastating indictment of the present German government, very few, I am sure,
even think of the word "propaganda" when listening to his
calm recital of facts.
That the Nazis were preparing
for world conquest ever since
Hitler's rise cannot be doubted
in view of the facts as they are
now presented to us. Mr. Lochner is in possession of certain instructions which were given to
the German newspapermen as a
guide to what could, and could
not, be printed. One of these documents-and how he smuggled
them out of Germany Mr. Lochner does not tell his audiencemakes reference to a speech delivered by Hitler on November
g, 1940, in which he announced
his plan for the domination of
the Western Hemisphere. This
part of his speech was never
printed, although every news
writer in Germany had heard it,
and of course it was not permitted
to go over press wires or radio to
other countries.
It is revealed on the same un-
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imp:achable evidence of official
cautions to the newspapermen,
that a certain "scientific expedition" to Tibet was simply a large
scale effort to introduce fifth column activity into that land.
the damages resulting from British bombings,
the instructions read that the local
papers might make reference to
the losses sustained, but this only
because the readers would know
anyway which areas had been destroyed and how great the loss of
life, and would resent it if the
local press would pass over the
calamity as a minor incident. Papers elsewhere were strictly prohibited from telling what they
knew.
Why did the Maginot Line go
down so quickly before the German invaders? Because preparations were made with such precision as to the last detail that the
French had no chance. For one
thing, the Germans discovered
that the fortified line in Czechoslovakia was an exact replica of
the Maginot Line. Thus they were
enabled to become familiar with
large parts of the structure on the
French border. In the second
place, they obtained blueprints
of certain sections through fifth
column support in France and
made the discovery that, while the
walls were of immense strength,
the French had made the fatal

R

EGARDING

30

The CRESSET

mistake of not carrying them down
deep into the ground-a few feet
at most. The distance from the
nearest mortar emplacements on
the German side was calculated
by trigonometry; and when the attack was made, the mortars
plumped their shells directly in
front of the walls (not against
them) so that in a short time the
entire structure collapsed and the
troops could rush through into
the plains of France.
In one case they had obtained
the entire plans of a Belgian fortress, considered one of the strongest in the world. They trained
entire companies of shock troops
months in advance by building
a dummy fort and then training
certain troops to attack the various openings from which the defending guns projected. These
troops were acquainted with every room, corridor, magazine, and
elevator in the entire structure;
and it was through this combination of treachery and in tense
preparation during times of peace
that the great Fort Eben Emael
fell to the Germans. In the reports
from the high command it was
said at the time that "a new secret
weapon" had been used to crack
the invincible fortress.
For the campaign against Po-

land the preparations had been
made with such completeness
that on certain highways only automobiles of a certain make
would be used by the invaders,
thus enabling each detachment to
be served by mechanics who had
expert knowledge of a certain car,
and carrying spare parts only for
that make of car. Thus, says Mr.
Lochner, on one highway there
would be only Mercedes cars, on
another, Fords, and so on. For the
worst spots in the Polish mud
roads, road mattresses of steel
had been prepared which were
spread over the boggy section so
that the mechanized forces could
continue in full tilt.
These are only a few of the
preparations now revealed which
enable us to understand the success of the military might of
Adolf Hitler. The full story is
told in Mr. Lochner's forthcoming book, What A bout Germany? When it is considered
that these detailed preparations
for conquest were being plotted
for years against people with
whom Germany was not only living at peace but to whom it had
given formal pledges of non-aggression and of friendship, the
true essence of Naziism stands unmasked in its deep diabolism.

~AND

MUSIC MAKERS

Conversations With a Sacred Cow
[CONTINUED]

BY WALTER

DRAMATIS PERSONAE

A Sacred Cow Named Taste
An Apostate

t\
.J'

S. C. A short time ago I heard
Edward MacDowell's Concerto No. 2, in D Min or, for Piano
and Orchestra and the same composer's Indian Suite. I was disappointed. It seems to me that
most of MacDowell's music has
long since outlived whatever usefulness it ever had. Don't you
think it was praised too effusively
during the composer's lifetime?
A. I'm glad you asked that
question. I, too, have recently
been devoting some attention to
MacDowell. Let's try to evaluate
the man's achievements fairly. As
we do so, let's consider his importance in our own nation, and
then let's think of the worth of
his music in relation to masterworks that came into being in

A.

HANSEN

other parts of the world. Let's
not permit national pride to
warp our judgment; and, on the
other hand, let's not take for
granted at the very outset that
our country can't produce composers worthy of being mentioned in the same breath with
the Titans.
S. C. I believe that our nation
isn't old enough to bring forth a
great master. It seems to me that
a substantial background is lacking in our national life-a background made up of centuries
filled to overflowing with culture
in its many and varied aspects.
Furthermore, I'm convinced that
such vile outcroppings as boogiewoogie are hostile to a healthy
growth of music in the United
States.
A. There seems to be much
truth in what you say about background; but do boogie-woogie
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and its many blood-relatives interfere to any extent with the development of music? No one has
been able to prove to me that it
would be impossible for a great
composer to create a genuine masterpiece in the field of jazz. I'm
not saying, mind you, that there
are works of this kind; but I do
assert that jazz and its kith and
kin are part and parcel of much
of our national life, and I refuse
to admit that a composer must,
on pain of excommunication, be
forced to despise, or look askance
at, important ingredients in the
flesh and blood of his country before it is proper to speak of him
as great.
S. C. Wouldn't MacDowell turn
up his nose at jazz if he were
alive today?
A. I don't know. Besides, your
question is irrelevant. Let's form
our opinion, not on the basis of
what he would, or wouldn't, do
if he were still on earth, but on
the basis of what he actually
achieved in the field of composition; and let's be careful not to
say that his music has outlived
its usefulness.
Has any composer born in the
United States excelled MacDowell in craftsmanship? I don't
think so. His training was thorough, he had a sensitive and poetic mind, and he worked with
care and love. His skill as a pianist and as a composer called forth

admiration in Europe as well as
in his native land. Franz Liszt
placed the Modern Suite~ op. IO~
on the program of one of the annual concerts presented before
the Allgemeiner deutscher Musikverein. This took place in
1882, when the composer was only twenty-one years of age.
Let's not forget that MacDowell's songs and his works in the
smaller forms are fashioned with
such adroitness that writers of
music, no matter what their nationality or how great their ability, will find it difficult to surpass him in skill and ingenuity.
Yes, he set a high standard in our
land. We honor men of the intellectual stature of Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, John Greenleaf Whittier, Washington Irving,
Edgar Allan Poe, Oliver Wendell
Holmes, William Cullen Bryant,
and Nathaniel Hawthorne. Is
MacDowell's service to his countrymen less important than what
these men achieved?
S. C. Do you think that MacDowell's music was distinctively
American in character?
A. Perhaps it's possible to answer your question most effectively by stressing the cold truth that
the Celtic elements in MacDowell's make-up and the thoroughly
Germanized training he received
under Joachim Raff insisted on
coming to the fore in what he
wrote. He was of Scotch-Irish ex-
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The Lutheran Youth Building in Chicago, dedicated
September 20, 1942, is an outstanding example of real
beauty combined with utility. Standing at Dearborn
and Delaware, on the near North side of Chicago, it
will house the administrative and business offices of
the Lutheran Walther League.

Photo by Chicago Architutural

The William H. R. Hecht .Memorial A1-chway leads from the Memorial
Lobby into the Reception Room. Mr. Hecht was a pioneer leader and
organizer of youth work in the South.

One of the most striking memorials in the entire bt
Lindemann Stutz. Memorial Window on the north
Lobby. This window emphasizes in rich, stained g
International character of the Lutheran Walther Lc

Photo by Chicago A.rchitectttral

The Michigan Memm·ial Reception Room shows the lovely simplicity of
line and the beautiful combinations of wood and stone and glass achieved
by Frank L. Venning, A.l.A., and Edward Jansson, A.I.A., the architects.

The Foyer and Stair Hall carry out the same graceful lines as the Lobby
and the Reception room. Fine etchings, paintings, wood carvings, etc..
lend an additional air of charm and culture to the building.

The "Pap" Klein Fort Wayne 111emorial Librm·y,
along with the L. C. Heine Memm·ial Executive Office
(to be pictured later) , are the two largest gifts to the
building. The furnishings in both rooms are of the
finest Viking Oak and are designed to withstand the
most vigorous use.

Behind the building is a lovely little garth closed off
from the street by an eight foot wall. This view gives
some idea of the beautiful texture of the Indiana
limestone used in the building. The inverted capital
in the center is a relic of the Old New England
Congregational Church which occupied this site from
1859 onward.

l'hoto by Chicago Archiruturul

The view at the top of a stairway on the second floor shows the offices of
the Executive Secretary, his secretary and the Research Assistant. All the
woodwork in the building is of Appalachian White Oak.
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traction. Consequently, Celtic idioms abound in his melodies.
They are expressed with impressive Raffian elegance; but they
are not distinctively American in
character. Compare 1\lacDowell's
tunes with those written by
George Gershwin. I for my part
believe that the latter gave pointed expression to much of the soil
and the soul of the United States
in his compositions and that, for
this reason, he was distinctively
American in his writing. Do you
understand what I mean?
S. C. Yes. Go on.
A. Shall we conclude, then,
that MacDowell's wasn't the great
American composer?
S. C. I'm convinced that we
must say so. But do you mean to
imply that Gershwin wins the
crown? If you do, I'll walk away
and chew my precious cud in
peace. I don't want indigestion,
you know.
A. Do you expect me to base
my opinions on reactions that
take place in the depths of your
self-willed stomach? If you do,
you may jump into one of the
sacred lakes that are reserved for
sacred cows. And please bear in
mind that I don't presume to
condemn MacDowell to the yawning pit of mediocrity merely because you and I don't consider his
music distinctively American in
character. Let's discuss Gershwin
some other day. Right now it's
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important for us to remember
that national traits are by no
means the Alpha and the Omega
of a composer's ability. Far from
it!
S. C. I'll stay a little longer in
spite of your brusqueness. In substantiation of your last remark I
want to say that the late Philip
Hale, who forgot more music
than most critics ever learn, once
wrote of the Indian Suite,
It is not necessary to lug in any
question of whether this be distinctively American music, for the best
pages of the suite are not parochial
-they are not national.

You know, I take it, that Hale
admired MacDowell most enthusiastically.
A. So do I; but I can't call MacDowell a great composer. Isn't it
true that we never honor a creator of music duly and fittingly by
exaggerating his importance?
Don't you agree that lip allegiance and pen service founded
on nothing more than national
pride, however justifiable, have
never sufficed to elevate a composer to real greatness? Don't we
pay the finest kind of homage to
MacDowell by pointing out his
remarkable ability, by recognizing his limitations, and by admitting in all candor that he isn't
entitled to a place amorig the
world's most significant composers?
S. C. You're right. We're see-
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ing eye to eye for a change. But
wait. You haven't mentioned
MacDowell's limitations.
A. To my thinking, his music,
beautiful as it is, lacks the sweep
and the power that one must associate with genuine greatness.
S. C. Then you don't look upon the lack of distinctively American elements in his works as a
fault?
A. No. And to those who maintain that the Indian Suite
abounds in distinctive Americanisms I say that MacDowell's Indians wear silk hats and boiled
shorts. The concerto about which
you spoke at the beginning of
our discussion doesn't glare with
originality. Neither does it represent the composer at his best.
Yes, it contains vigor and much
melodic charm. It reveals a thorough grasp of the resources of
the piano; but isn't it rushing at
breakneck speed down the way of
all flesh?
S. C. Yes, Mr. Apostate, I think
it is. But don't you believe that
MacDowell would have become
a far more capable composer if
he had "written down," as they
say, to the rank and file?
A. My dear Mrs. Cow, your
question gives me a sharp pain
in the neck. Those who declare
that an artist must "write down,"
or "play down," in order to gain
a wider measure of support and
favor cause me to think of what

a man named Charles Dudley
V\Tarner, in a moment of brilliant
inspiration, wrote about much of
the reading-matter intended for
the young. Here are the words,
"I wish that nobody had ever
written a word for children. The
silly people who try to write down
to children had better try to
wri te down to themselves." This
is gruffly expressed; but there are
large nuggets of truth in what the
man said.
S. C. Nevertheless, you must
admit that critics of the arts are
no less fallible in their judgments
than other mortals.
A. I do-with all my heart.
Many years ago Hector Berlioz,
a master of orchestral magic, sat
down to write critical discussions
of the symphonies of Beethoven.
No one could question his right
to say of the First Symphony that
it is music admirably made, clear,
alert, but slightly accentuated, cold,
and sometimes mean and shabby, as
in the final Rondo, which is musically childish,

and then to sum up this hemorrhage of drivel by adding with
lordly finality, "In a word, this
is not Beethoven." And is it possible that. the Leipzig critic who
characterized the work as "a confused explosion of the outraged
effrontery of a young man" didn't realize in the depths of his
heart that Beethoven couldn't be

.
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dismissed with a stroke of a selfwilled pen? Both Berlioz and the
pundit in Leipzig missed the bus
in their pronouncements. You
and I know that our opinions
are invariably tinged with that
pestiferous but omnipresent element which men call fallibility.
That's why we dare not be too
sure that we haven't sounded
bushels of false tones in our little conversation about the music
of MacDowell. Here, by the way,
is what John Tasker Howard, the
distinguished American scholar,
said about him in Our American
Music: Three Hundred Years of
It:

Macdowell need never be put forward with the chauvinism he hated
so heartily himself. He is probably
the first of our creative musicians for
whom we need make no allowances
for lack of early training. None of
his limitations were caused by his
being an American. Whether he shall
eventually be judged great or small,
he may be considered simply as a
composer, without our being kind to
him because he was our countryman.
And after we have put him under
the magnifying glass, stripped him
of the idealization that has been
wrapped about him by admiren
more zealous than wise, he will
emerge with several of his banners
still flying.
[TO BE CONTINUED]

To the Poet
Not when your heart is torn with fresh confusion
Nor in joy's random moment start your song,
Not in enthusiasm's brief illusion
Nor when black fury rages in you long!
But when the hurt of pain at long last flees,
When you can hear its dying epilogue,
And fortune has resumed her tranquil jogThen will God grant you richest harmonies!
A translation from the Slovak original by Vajansky
-JAROSLAV VAJDA
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READ NOT TO CONTRADICT AND CONFUTE-NOR TO BELIEVE
AND TAKE FOR GRANTED-BUT TO WEIGH AND CONSIDER

All unsigned reviews are by members of the staff

outset of their reign of terror, and
they strove with all their might to
UNTIL THAT DAY. By Kress- make their rule air-tight in the strictmann Taylor. Duell, Sloan and est sense of the world. Brute force
Pearce, New York. 1942. 314 pages. was their stock in trade. Here and
$2.75.
there, however, they considered it expedient to resort to cleverness. They
HEN Adolf Hitler and his Nazi
had determined, for example, to Naziparty gained the upper hand
in Germany, they knew exactly what fy the State Church of Germany
they wanted. They would foist upon through and through; but since even
the nation a totalitarian government they were shrewd enough to under-·
-a government which would extend stand that their attempts would meet
its tentacles into every nook and with much opposition on the part of
cranny of German life. Every activity clergy and laity alike, they endeavof every man, woman, and child ored at times to be serpent-like in
would be made subservient to what their approach to the knotty problem.
the Reichsfiihrer and his coadjutors If they could succeed in bringing
decreed to be the best interests of the about a united church in the Third
state. The individual German would Reich, it would be relatively easy for
count for nothing. Not even religion them to place their own men in key
would be excepted from the totali- positions and in this way eventually
tarian control; for the dictator of to gain their end.
Until That Day is a breath-taking
Germany knew full well that the
complete and final success of the account of how the Nazis tried to
Nazi plan depended on absolute gov- · achieve control of the Lutheran
ernmental regimentation of every- Church in Germany. Here Mrs.
Kressmann Taylor relates the experbody and everything.
All this the Nazis and their re- iences of one Karl Hoffmann, now
wurceful leader realized at the very a refugee from the tyranny of Hitler

Hider and the Church
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and the Gestapo. The government
had a plan which it considered foolproof. The author says:
The first steps went off with the clocklike precision the Nazis had anticipated.
All the outer appurtenances of churchly
power fell in to their hands as they had
planned. From their material viewpoint,
the thing was accomplished. But gradually they became aware that something
was wrong. They controlled the Lutheran Church, but they did not control it.
The organization they had their hands
on was not the thing itself. A force was
resisting them, something they could not
put their hands on-a belief.
Hoffmann is the son of the pastor
at the Domkirche in Magdeburg. The
father, who had received his appointment at the hands of William II,
loathed the Weimar Republic and
longed for a restoration of the monarchy. When Hitler became master
of Germany, the venerable clergyman
did not suspect that the Nazis would
do all in their power to de-Christianize the Church; but after Karl had
enrolled in the University of Berlin
as a student of theology and had experienced in his own life how subtly
and how persistently the party at the
helm of the country undertook to have
its cruelly systematic way with the
Church, the father, too, saw the light
of day. From then on he resisted the
encroachments and the demands of
the Nazis with exemplary courage.
Hitler's henchmen did not cow him.
Father and son were marked men.
The younger Hoffmann declares:
My decision to enter the ministry was
a fateful one. It was to involve me personally in the formidable events which
were to shake and reshape Germany in
the years immediately ahead, and it was
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to give me an inside view of the cleverest, the most subtle and measured of
persecutions the Church of God has endured during the long centuries since it
became a power in the world.
After Hitler's hoodlums had beaten
the courageous father to death, the
son preached one sermon of determined defiance. Then he fled the
country to tell the world at large, and
to prove from 'b itter personal experience that the Nazis themselves do not
hesitate to acknowledge that Christianity is the last enemy National
Socialism has to overcome. He could
have done nothing for the Church
from a German concentration camp.
In Until That Day you will read
about the blood-curdling religious
theories of Dr. Alfred Rosenberg and
about the battle which the brave
Christian Fighting Front waged
against rabid Hitlerites who declared
that
everything that impeded the triumphant
march of National Socialism must be
broken down,
that
Christianity was a doctrine for weaklings, a wily concoction of Jewish minds
which served to enfeeble and unman the
strong type of Aryan heroes with which
the Germany of the future was w
abound, .
and that
the true religion of nature could he discerned by one test: it would strengthen
the joyous power of the Nordic blood
which was our salvation.
You will learn how the clever plan
of the Nazis affected the theological
department of the once great University of Berlin and how steadfastly
brave Pastor Niemoller resisted the
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cunning and the bestia1ity of Hitler's
right-hand men. You will read about
the organization and the activities of
the Confessional Church and its secret
council, called the Brilderrat; and
you will be told how "all over the
land the great Church went underground." Hoffmann declares:
You could have seen no sign of the
massed and dogged resistance unless you
had known what to look for. Visitors to
Germany from 1935 onward have gone
home to report that the Church was
functioning normally. There was no outw·ard sign of the persecution or the stubborn opposition. Those Germans who
were motivated by expediency, those
whose religion had never gone very deep ,
turned German Christian. But the great
mass of the people clung to the things
that are God's.

It is safe to say that in spite of the
war Hitler has not yet succeeded in
bending all the Christians in Germany to his will. Until That Day
should be read and reread by all
those who live in a land which guarantees its citizens the inestimably
great blessing of freedom of conscience; but the book will bring a
particularly pertinent message to
those who, for some strange reason,
still delude themselves into believing
that Hitlerism and Christianity can
be friends.

Thoroughly American
SELECTED WORKS OF STEPHEN
VINCENT BENET. Farrar and
Rinehart, New York. 1942. Two
volumes. XIV and 970 pages. $5.00.
HE two volumes containing selections from the prose and the
poetry of Stephen Vincent Benet will
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be a valuable and welcome addition
to any library. In the foreword to
Selected Works of Stephen Vincent
Benet, Basil Davenport declares:
There is no one to touch Benet in
the variety and skill of his treatment of
American themes. Yet even his Americanism is only the outcome of something
deeper .... Benet loves America because
there every man can most freely become
what God meant him to be. When the
free life of man is threatened by the
cult of death by those who deliberately
make their souls eunuchs for the sake of
the kingdoms of this earth, it is such a
man who has both the surest guard
against ultimate despair, and the most
tragic sense of immediate peril. .... H'e
is the man who can feel and make us
feel the horror of the waste of generationfuls of lives. If we are to be saved ,
it will be in great part by the writings
that show us all that we have to live for ,
and the good life that we could make.

The name Benet is a distinguished
one in contemporary American literature. The poet's older brother, William Rose Benet; their sister, Laura;
and Stephen's wife, Rosemary, have
all, in some measure, contributed to
the literature of the present. And
when we speak of the Benet family,
we dare not forget the late Elinor
Wylie, who was the wife of William
Rose Benet.
Stephen Vincent Benet was born in
Bethlehem, Pennsylvania, on July· 22,
1898, the son of James Walker and
Frances Neill Rose Benet. Although
the Benets, as a family, cherished a
marked preference for service in the
armed forces of the nation, another
strong element in the background
and in the heritage of the Benet children pointed their interest directly
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and unswervingly toward literature.
Colonel Benet possessed an extensive
library. Here the young Benets had
easy access to books of adventure and
history and to the classics. All were
omnivorous teaders. Stephen, especially, lost himself completely in the
magic of the printed word. For him
the characters of history and of fiction took on the breath of life and
reality. The things he read he discussed with his father. Years later
William Rose Benet wrote:
I recall many a conversation between
a spectacled small boy and an older man
with twinkling eyes ..... Poetry was yet
from the first a bright valour in Stephen's blood. It was a direct inheritance
from a father whose love of the ringing
line was well known to the evening circle
in a certain home.
During Stephen's early years Colonel Benet was transferred from Pennsylvania to California and then to
Georgia. In Poets of Our Time (Harcourt, Brace and Company, New
York. 1941) Rica Brenner says of
Stephen that
early in his life, he touched the vastness
of America and came to know its varying aspects; his college years in Connecticut added to this knowledge and intensified the essential Americanism of
his spirit.
Miss Brenner also observes:
Possibly the most amazing thing about
Stephen Vincent Benet is that the early
promise that he gave has been fulfilled
and maintained. The book of poems
which he published at 17, Five Men and
Pompey, a book which Louis Votermeyer called "little short of astounding,"
marked only the beginning, not the high
point, of his career as a poet.

Another high light in the brilliant
career which had its auspicious beginning in 1915 was the publication,
in 1928, of the long narrative poem,
"John Brown's Body." The success of
this stirring epic of slavery in America was immediate and overwhelming.
It received the Pulitzer Prize Award
in 1929, and in 1933 it earned for the
author the Roosevelt Medal. Meanwhile the famous poet had also published a novel and many excellent
short stories. The first volume of the
Selected Works is devoted to Mr. Benet's poetry, including "John Brown's
Body" and "Listen to the People";
the second contains a wide variety of
prose, divided into four sections:
"Stories of American History," "Spanish Bayonet," "Tales of Our Times,"
and "Fantasies and Prophecies."

The Cousins
THE AMAZING ROOSEVELT
FAMILY: 1613-1942. By Karl
Schriftgiesser. Published by Wilfred Funk, Inc., New York. 1942.
367 pages. $3.75.
R. ScHRIFTGIESSER is a specialist
in the history of American famiM
lies, and he set himself to a huge task
when he proceeded to the writing of
the Roosevelt family history, the first
member of which came to this hemisphere three hundred and twentynine years ago and the most famous of
which broke the anti-third term tradition of our country and is now
engaged in steering our ship of state
through the tortuous waters of World
War II. It's a far cry from the first
Roosevelt, a humble Dutch trader, to
the White House and a position on
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which hangs the fate of our nation, as
well as that of a very large part of
the world!
The author divides his thesis into
four books: Book One -Immigrants;
Book Two- Revolutionaries and
Tories; Book Three- The Respectable Age; Book Four- Presidents.
He heads his story with a Roosevelt
family chart in which he shows the
descent of Theodore Roosevelt and
Franklin Delano Roosevelt from
their first common ancestor to come
to America. Incidentally, Eleanor
Roosevelt's antecedents are given and
an interesting account of her life before she became the first lady of the
land.
The first Roosevelt in the New
World was the shadowy Little One,
Claes Martenszen Van Rosenvelt, who
left a few entries on the records of
New Amsterdam and lived with ·the
Indians in the Hudson Valley. An
English strain carne into the family
through Isaac Allerton, a member of
the Mayflower group, who arrived at
Plymouth and later carne to New Amsterdam where for twenty years he
became one of the best known figures
in the colony. He was the first maternal ancestor of any Roosevelt to
attain historical significance in the
New World.
A German strain was added to the
family when Nicholas Roosevelt, who
seems to have changed the spelling of
the family name to what is now the
traditional one, married Heyltje
K~nst, who had German antecedents;
and again when his grandson, 1acobus
Roosevelt, married Catharina Hardenbroock (Hardenbroeck), whose

family came from Rhenish Prussia.
A Swedish strain was added when
Isaac Roosevelt married Cornelia
Hoffman, the great-granddaughter of
Martin Hoffman (Hoofrnan), who
was a member of the German Lutheran congregation in New Amsterdam. Isaac Roosevelt and his father,
1ames, as well as 1ohn Hardenbroock
and Abell Hardenbruck are found
with their autographic subscriptions
on the list of donors to the building
fund of Christ Lutheran Church in
New York, which was dedicated in
1767. This was the church of which
the Rev. F. A. C. Muhlenberg, later
the first Speaker of Congress, was the
pastor, 1773-1776.
T

is when Mr. Schriftgiesser gets

I down to the twentieth century and

the history of the Roosevelt clan in
our times that he really lets himself
go. One hundred fifty-three pages .of
his 358-page book are devoted to
Theodore Roosevelt and Franklin
Delano Roosevelt and their families.
While much of this is familiar ground
for the middle-aged reader, the author
brings in many interesting angles, not
generally known. His estimate of the
valiant "Teddy" of "big stick" fame
will not please the old time "Bull
Moose" group, and his evident prejudice in favor of Franklin Delano will
not meet the approval of the antiNew Dealers. His chapter on "The
Princess" (Alice Roosevelt Longworth) and "Little Nell" (Eleanor
Roosevelt) is by all odds one of the
most revealing in the book. When
the publishers' blurb states: "Vigorous, shrewd, audacious, sometimes

I
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into four parts, in each of which she
deals with one species of her friends.
She has devoted Part One to the
gibbon, Part Two to the orang-utan,
Part Three to the chimpanzee, and
Part Four to the gorilla. Although
the author makes a valiant effort to
be impartial in her discussion of the
mental and physical characteristics
common to each group, this reviewer
detected a marked preference for the
gorilla. That animal's tremendous
This Simian World
stature, superior intelligence, natural
MY FRIENDS~ THE APES. By Belle dignity, unbelievable strength, and
J. Benchley. Little, Brown and ordinarily loving and gentle disposiCompany, Boston. 1942. 296 pages. tion apparently set him well above
$3.00.
his more erratic and temperamental
relatives. Mrs. Benchley makes it perEFORE reading this book your reviewer never eagerly scanned fectly clear that although all apes
the papers for an item announcing of a given species have much in comthe birth of a baby gorilla, nor did mon, every animal within the species
he plan a visit to a zoo to see and has its own definite personality.
It is when Mrs. Benchley deadmire apes. Mrs. Benchley is, however, so sincerely devoted to her scribes these personalities that she
charges, and she presents them with is at her best. The narratives of their
such tenderness and maternal pride clever exploits and sly tricks are told
(as she ' herself admits) that she cre- easily and well, and it would be a
ates in the reader a real desire to sober reader indeed who could resist
become more intimately acquainted chuckling while reading them. U nwith the various members of the ape der the author's deft pen every animal becomes a real person, and the
family.
For a number of years Mrs. Bench- reader learns to love them all-from
ley has been associated with the San Georgie, the baby chimp, who is masDiego (California) Zoo; and, al- tering the fine but distressing art of
though she makes no claim to the spitting on his spectators, to Ngagi,
scientific approach, she is certainly the 600-pound gorilla, who is flirtwell qualified to tell the story of the ing outrageously with a young feape in captivity. Because she has male in a neighboring cage.
My Friends, The Apes does not
a keen mind, a warm heart, a lively
sense of humor, and a real flair for lend itself well to long, uninterstory-telling, My Friends~ The Apes rupted reading; but it is a perfect
is one of the most enjoyable animal book to read and smile over before
going to sleep. Somehow, at the end
books to appear for a long time.
Mrs. Benchley divides her book of a long and troubled day, it is

startling, always human, the actors in
this heretofore untold family drama
have woven their lives imperishably
into the fabric of our democratic
times,"- we say: Correct. A hundred years from now historians will
be able to judge, better than we who
live today, whether or not the amazing Roosevelt family was a blessing
to our land.

B
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strangely restful to read of the joys
and sorrows, of the hopes and fears,
and of the problems confronting our
little friends, the apes.
PATTERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH.

Americans All
THE PENNSYLVANIA GERMANS.
Edited by Ralph Wood. Published
by the Princeton University Press,
Princeton, N. J. 1942. 299 pages.
$3.00.
N A RECENT issue of the American-

German Review, the editor, Dr.
IWilbur
K. Thomas, said: "Happily,
American citizens of German descent
as a whole are not called upon to defend themselves. Their record on the
battlefield, in government, social and
industrial and home life, is proof in
itself of their devotion to the American way of life. The action of the
Bundists and saboteurs can not obliterate this service. As Americans all,
they will continue to do their part
in helping to destroy all these disintegrating forces, and to pledge, as did
the signers of the Declaration of Independence, their lives, fortunes, and
sacred honor to the American way of
life." It so happens that this book,
The Pennsylvania Ge1·mans, forcibly
and eloquently vindicates the truth
of the able editor's statement. It is
an excellent book, well written and
with a keen, sympathetic understanding of the intrinsic worth of a fine sec
tion of our citizenship. That it
should be published by the Princeton
University Press at this time is an indication of the importance of the
volume not only for the historian, but

for all those who are in teres ted in all
phases of our national origin. The
volume aptly interprets one ethnic
portion of our American melting pot
and carefully evaluates the part which
these Pennsylvania Germans played
in founding and building our American civilization.
There are nine chapters and an appendix on the Pennsylvania German
dialect, written by the able scholars,
Arthur D. Graeff, \Valter M. Kollmorgen, Clyde S. Stine, Ralph Wood,
Richard H. Shryock, Albert Franklin
Buffington, G. Paul Musselman, and
Henry Hess Richard.
The chapter heads are: I. Pennsylvania, the Colonial Melting Pot. II.
The Pennsylvania German Farmer.
III. The Sects, Apostles of Peace. IV.
Lutheran and Reformed, Pennsylvania German Style. V. The Pennsylvania German and the School. VI.
Journalism, among the Pennsylvania
Germans. VII. Pennsylvania German
Literature. VIII. The Pennsylvania
Germans as Soldiers. IX. The Pennsylvania Germans as Seen by the Historian.
The book of course answers in detail the questions: "Who are the
Pennsylvania Germans? Why are they
what they are? What is their place in
America?" The question as to whether one should speak of these people
as "Pennsylvania Germans" or "Pennsylvania Dutch" is left open, although
the former designation is used
throughout the volume.
In his preface the editor significantly says: "It may be a good thing
to point out to the naive, that the
Pennsylvania Germans, a staunch

_ _ _I
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American stock, have less . connection
with modern Germany than New England has with England. And anyway,
a group like the Pennsylvania Germans, who in the nineteent~ century
were anything but in complete accord
with the growing power of the state
over the individual and the community, would hardly be in sympathy
with any system where the state is in
control of all things. If America
should ever go Fascist or Communist,
the stubborn Pennsylvania Germans
would be the last to fall jn line."
s

WE

glance through the book we

learn that the Pennsylvania GerA
mans comprised about one-third of
that colony's population at the outbreak of the War of Independence;
that these people made out of Penn's
Woods the granary of the colonies
through their careful and judicious
farming; that their creed was to work
hard, worship God, and get along
with their neighbors; that in the two
denominations which predominated
among them, the Lutherans and the
Reformed, their common language,
common ideals, and common objectives often drew them together in
union churches and union church
schools, since to them church and
school were and largely still are the
center of community life, etc., etc.
The chapter on "School" is enlightening. These people strongly opposed
the public school system, not because
they were against education (the opposite is true, they valued it) , but
because they wanted their schools
conducted in conformity with their
own ideals and purposes. The prob-
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lem of educating German-speaking
pupils in the midst of a country predominantly English-speaking has not
been altogether solved to this day.
The chapters on "Journalism" and
"Literature" are a revelation to the
uninitiated, giving a fine survey of
the fields and the influence wielded,
with many excellent thumbnail
sketches of the lives of editors and
writers and poets. But more on this
later.
"The Pennsylvania Germans as Soldiers" is a chapter that bears sufficient testimony to their patriotism
and loyalty. George Washington
valued and trusted them and had his
bodyguard made up of them. One of
our generals at the outbreak of the
first world war thought it might be
necessary to send troops into Pennsylvania to keep the Pennsylvania
Germans in bounds. The poor fellow
did not know these people and was
totally ignorant of the fact that his
own chief, General John Pershing,
like ex-president Herbert Hoover,
Senator Borah, and others, was of
Pennsylvania German stock.
For those who are interested in the
Pennsylvania German dialect the
chapters on "Journalism," "Literature," and the appendix will be of
real value. There are many wellchosen excerpts from prose and poetical gems and also some fine translations of English classics into Pennsylvania German.
This is John Birmelin's version of
the first stanza of "America":
Mei Land, ich sing vun dir,
Siess iss die Freiheit mir,
Do will ich sei;
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So wie die aide Leit,
So fiehl ich aa noch heit,
Bin dir zu yedre Zeit
Immer gedrei.

"'S isch en B'sucher," sag ich zu mer
Selwert,-"Klopt an meiner DheerDes, allee, isch's was ich hoer."

This is the same author's version of
Stevenson's "My Shadow":

Un, so wie ich mer erinner,
War's so a'fangs in em Winter,
Un en jede gluehend Zinder
Macht sei Geischtli uf em Floor;
Un ich hab gewuensch't waer Morge,
Awer do war nix zu borge
Aus de Buecher-nix as SorgeSorge for die lieb Lenore;
Ach, das sie noch bei mir waer!
Engel hen sie g'nennt Lenor'Do genennt, doch, nimmermehr.

MEl SCHADDE
lch hab en gleener Schadde,
der geht mit mer nei un raus;
Un was er mich sett badde,
finn ich immer noch net aus;
Er's graad so lang un dinn wie ich
un graad so glee un fett;
Er hupst mer immer vanne naus
un geht var mir in's Bett.

This is Solomon Delong's opening of
Clement C. Moore's" 'Twas the Night
Before Christmas":
DIE NACHT 'FER KRISHDAWG
Es war die Nacht 'fer Krishdawg,
wie darrichs gons Haus
Nix hot sich ferrak'd,
net a Mohl en Mous;
Die Shtrimp war'n om Shonshta
In Roi'a ufkenkt,
In der Hoffnung der Belsnickle
en yaders be-shenkt.
Die Kinner war'n al1
om shlofa im Bett
Mit Shpielsash un Kandy
war'n foll ihr Kep;
lch un die Mam, shlaferich,
die Arweit all ga'du,
Suchten unser Bett
fer notwendichie Ruh. etc.

Finally, here is the Lord's Prayer in
Pennsylvania German:
'M HAERR SI GABAIT
Unser Fodder, du os im Himmel bisht.
G'aird is di nawma. Di kanichreich
coom'd. Di willa sui gadu waerra uf
der ard so we im Himmel. Geb uns
heit unser daiglich brode. Fergeb uns
unser shoolda, so we mer unser shooldner fergevva. Un luss uns net ferfeer'd
waerra in schlechtes, awer helt uns geaga
ungoot. For di is's kanichreich, un de
gawalt, un an de air for immer. Awmen.

Battles in the Tropics

This is H. L. Fischer's version of
Poe's "Raven," in part:

AMBASSADORS IN WHITE: The
Story of American Tropical Medicine. By Charles Morrow Wilson.
Henry Holt and Company, New
York. 1942. 372 pages. Indexed.
Illustrated. $3.50.

DER KRAB
Es war mitternacht un shaurig,
Ich war shlaefrig, mued, un traurig
Uewer fiel so alte Buecher
Foil so ganz fergess'ne Lehr;
Un ich hab so halwer g'shlummertHot's uf e'mol gebummertSo wie's macht wan's bissel dunnertDas es rappelt an der Dheer;

Charles Morrow Wilson, author of
Backwoods America, Roots of America, Aroostook, and Central America,
and contributor to Scribner's Magazine, Harpers, The Saturday Evening
Post, and other periodicals, has in
this volume given us the results of
years of research and study in the
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field of diseases in tropical America.
Though much has been done in the
past to check and combat the great
tropical scourges, such as yellow fever,
malaria, small pox, pellagra, they are
by no means allayed and the future
solidarity and prosperity of the Western Hemisphere will depend largely
on the control of these and other diseases and the removal of malnutrition
among the lower classes, and the introduction and continuation of sanitary conditions in the tropical lands
to the south of us.
HE

author builds his story more

or less around the biographies of
T
five "ambassadors in white," five great
men in the field of tropical medicine.
He presents a vivid picture of the
ravages of the diseases of the tropics
and what has been done against them.
His heroes are Carlos Finlay of Cuba,
Walter Reed of Virginia, William C.
Gorgas of Alabama, William Deeks
of Canada, and Hideyo Noguchi of
Japan.
Dr. Carlos Finlay, noted Cuban
scientist of English extraction, was
ridiculed by some as the "mosquito
doctor," by others he was considered
mentally unbalanced, "touched." Yet
he labored for twenty years despite
poverty, hardships, scorn, and ridicule
in order to make some progress in the
battle against yellow fever, which had
been a losing battle for the world up
to that time. He was led to the conclusion that yellow fever could be
stamped out by suppressing the Culex
mosquito. When he reported his findings to medical men, they did not at
first believe him. Cuban listeners
were at least polite, but the North
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Americans were rude. Nonetheless
Finlay worked on, neither cowed nor
discouraged, through two unbelieving decades. Then gradually some
began to take him seriously and publicly declared their belief in the
soundness of Finlay's theory. Recognition came at length when the
United States Army board appointed
to study yellow fever etiology carefully tested Finlay's ideas and proved
them to a doubting world. Dr. Walter Reed was a member of this commission. On New Year's night, 1900,
Reed wrote his wife:
It has been permitted me and my
assistants to lift the impenetrable veils
that surrounded the causation of this
most wonderful, dreadful pest of humanity and put it on a rational and
scientific basis . . . . The prayer that has
been mine for twenty years, that I might
be permitted in some way or at some
time to do something to alleviate human suffering, has been granted.

The story of Dr. William C. Gorgas, of Panama Canal fame, is gripping! y told. It was he who brought
yellow fever under successful control
by proper methods of sanitation, even
though his efforts were often handicapped by stuffed shirt politicians
from the United States.
In the field of malnutrition, Dr.
William Edgar Deeks of Canada did
unselfish pioneer work. His early
service under Gorgas in the Canal
Zone led him to conclude that malnutrition played the most important
role in lowering the efficiency of labor
in tropical countries, that faulty diet
was at the root of pellagra, beriberi,
bloody diarrhea, various skin diseases,
and the inability ot mothers to nurse
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their babies. His studies and tests in
nutrition and malnutrition helped to
pave the way for better life and improved agriculture throughout much
of the 'Vestern Hemisphere.
The last biography is that of Hideyo Noguchi, of Japan, who came to
our country, burning with ambition
to make a name for himself. He was
soon doing research work for the
Rockefeller Institute and was invited
by Gorgas to come to the Canal Zone.
There he specialized in the study of
yellow fever, taking time out, however, to study also trachoma and
other diseases. Dr. Gustav Eckstein
summarizes:
He (Noguchi) began his career with
venoms, the venoms took him to serology,
serology to syphilis, syphilis to the
spirochetes, the spirochetes to [hese
strange and little studied diseases of
tropical medicine; disease where science
has made least inroad , where trea tment
is still in the hands of miracle workers,
horrible diseases, fatal like the diseases
of the north a century ago; causes unknown, carriers unknown , the human
l>eirig never certain from where the
malevolence will strike , out romance in
the study of them.

The entire volume is so interesting
both as to contents and style that the
layman will enjoy it, to say nothing
of benefitting from its reading.

Dead Men's Tales
VAN LOON'S LIVES. By Hendrik
Willem van Loon. Simon and
Schuster, New York. 1942. 886
pages. $3.95.
HIS is Mr. van Loon's first major
work in more than five years. It
carries on the tradition which began

T

with The Story of Mankind, Van
Loon's Geography, and The Arts.
The author employs a delightfully
ingenious medium of presenting history and biography (which some
people consider dry reading) by inviting a number of famous men and
a few women of the historical past
to dinner at his home, at which his
friend Fritz Philips is his companion
and fellow-host. Interesting preparations are required for the fitting entertainment and proper feeding of
the guests. It is vital to provide sufficient oranges for Robespierre or to
decide if veal stew would meet the
approval of a guest, or if forks would
be in order for guests in whose day
on earth fingers were used even in
the best homes. The result is a mixture of history, biography, fantasy,
phonograph recordings, and cookbook lore, together with Van Loon's
interspersed dissertations on all sorts
of subjects, his personal opinions of
the guests whom he has invited, and
his own philosophy of life.
The first of these figures from the
past was Erasmus, who becomes a
more or less permanent house guest
and sits in at the dinners that follow from week to week. Usually the
guests are invited by twos and are
not always chosen for their compatibility. No one sends regrets save
the Buddha, who, though deeply
grateful for the invitation, cannot
come. "Unfortunately he left fiftyseven years ago for a century of meditation and therefore will be unable
to attend."
Among the guests who accept we
find the following: William the Silent came with George Washington;
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the Bach family of musicians came
with the Breughel clan of artists;
Cervantes and Shakespeare and
Moliere formed a trio of dinner
guests who criticize plots, printing,
and the public; Descartes and Emerson are an interesting pair; likewise
Empress Theodora of Byzantium and
the Virgin Queen Elizabeth, who
chat about knitting; Robespierre and
Torquemada bring chills of horror
on the night of their visit; Francis
of Assisi, Hans Christian Andersen,
and Mozart make a delightful evening for all concerned; Beethoven,
Napoleon and Van Loon's greatgreat-grandfather (who had been a
corporal in the Emperor's army)
make a trio that gets along well since
the great master of music is stonedeaf and cannot join the conversation anyway; Plato and Confucius
discuss government; Leonardo da
Vinci displays a novel way of making an entrance; Peter the Great and
King Charles XII of Sweden refight
their old battles; Benjamin Franklin
distributes gifts at a party given for
the lost children of history; Rossini
cooks dinner for Chopin, whose
playing lures Emily Dickinson to
forsake her passion for privacy, and
both spurned the recordings for the
minni-piano; and the astonishing
series of dinners ends with one for
the greatest American of them all:
Thomas Jefferson.
is a freshness and a sprightT
liness to the whole that will undoubtedly make this book popular
HERE

in wide circles, and the author's evaluation of the characters he presents
is usually quite acceptable. The

I
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reader will also receive many interesting sidelights and details that
show the wide reading of the author.
His own illustrations that run .
through the book only enhance its
charm. Several things, however, must
be mentioned that detract from its
worth. One of these the author could
not help. Evidently the major part,
if not all of the book, was written
before the outbreak of the present
war, and his comments on the political conditions in Europe are out of
date although he sensed some of the
things that have since come to pass.
Another is his chapter on the dinner
with the greatest inventor of them
all. This inventor turns out to be a
prehistoric ancestor of man who invented the knife. According to the
accompanying pen and ink sketch,
this inventor has a strongly simian
aspect. And the humor that this
chapter was intended to convey fell
quite flat as far as this reviewer is
concerned.
In the chapter entitled "The Archbishop of Bithynia and the Archbishop of Cyrenaica Carry Us Back
to Another World which We would
Just as Soon Forget" Mr. Van Loon
takes great pains to ridicule the
Arian Controversy of the Fourth
Century as though it had been a
rather senseless battle over an i
[iota], that letter being the difference
in the spelling of the two words that
were for a time the shibboleths of
that historic struggle: homoousios
and homoiousios. His discourse shows
that he has only a superficial knowledge of the controversy itself and
none whatever of the real issue at
stake, namely the very life of the
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Church. Otherwise also the author
misses no opportunity to show his
contempt for theology and the beliefs of orthodox Christianity.
Aside from these points, it might
also be mentioned that .Mr. Van
Loon sometimes lets the reader
down hard. After a great build-up
of the characters that are about to
appear on his stage and when the
reader is agog with anticipation of
the brilliant dialogue that is about
to ensue, the expected pyrotechnical
display of fireworks turns out to be
a dud.

Milk and Water
THE REAL MOTHER GOOSE.
Rand McNally and Company,
New York, Chicago, San Francisco. 1942. Six pages. Illustrated by
Blanche Fisher 'V'right. Fifty cents.
slim little book, with its pretbe the real
children now
lisping its rhymes, but to those of
us who were growing up before the
Bogey Man fell into disfavor with
the child psychologist it seems namby-pamby stuff. The verses, fortunately, are untouched and are as
nonsensical and metrically deficient
as ever; but the format and the illustrations are far inferior to those we
knew and loved.
It used to be that Mother Goose
was a fat red book with gold lettering that tasted good and bespangled
your tongue when you licked it. It
was a heavy book, and the best way
to study it was lying flat on your
stomach in front of an asbestos gas
fire with a cardboard barrel of ginHIS

T ty pictures, may
Mother Goose to the

gersnaps at your elbow. It took some
studying, too, because its letters were
blurred, its illustrations fuzzy, and
often, as was the case with Simple
Simon's supplicating hand, there
were blobs of printer's ink which
kept you puzzled until you had
passed into the first grade. In those
days the Knave of Hearts was an
ugly rascal with curling black mustachios, a hooked nose, and a leer on
his face when "He vow'd he'd steal
no more." In the present edition he
is an apple-cheeked cherub who looks
horribly depressed and ashamed
about the whole business. In the fat
red hoek you could hear Little Miss
Muffet's screams of agonized fear as
the spider, a tremendous creature
with hairy legs and a determined
expression, dangled purposefully
above the little lady's tuffet. Now
neither she nor the tuffet nor the
spider appears in picture. The
Crooked Man of today is afflicted
only slightly with a mild case of
"pigeon-toedness," a sorry contrast
to the Crooked Man of yesterday
who staggered, limped, and reeled
down the crooked mile to his house
hidden behind an astonishingly
crooked tree. Simple Simon, who
used to haunt your dreams because
he closely resembled the sinister but
simple ragman from whom you fled
in. an ecstasy of terror, has, apparently, been read out of the real
Mother Goose.
If you know a child who doesn't
like to be half-frightened, half-delighted by pictures and verse, you
might give him this unimaginative
and conventional presentation of
Mother Goose. But if you do, you
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will only be encouraging the publishers to turn out The Real Wizard
of Oz without the Wicked Witch or
The Real Bluebeard without his
closet full of skeletons.
PATTERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH

Heroes All
THEY WERE EXPENDABLE. By
W. L. White. Harcourt, Brace and
Co., New York. 1942. 205 pages.
$2.00.
HIS is, no doubt, one of the best

T books that has come out of the
present war. The Book-of-the-Month

Club chose it for its September
selection. It is the story of four
young officers of the Motor Torpedo
Boat Squadron 3 and the part they
played in the Philippine campaign
that came to an end with the fall of
Corregidor. The young men were
Lieutenant (now Lieutenant-Commander) John Bulkeley, Lieutenant
Robert Bolling Kelly, Ensigns Anthony Akers and George E. Cox, Jr.
They told their story to William L.
White, foreign correspondent and
son of William Allen White, of Emporia, Kansas, fame.
Their squadron consisted of six
70x20-foot plywood boats, each
equipped with four torpedo tubes
and four 50-caliber machine guns.
Lieutenant John Bulkeley was in
command. When, on the day after
Pearl Harbor, these men got their
boats ready for action, they found
that their gasoline supply had been
sabotaged by the addition of wax.
There was no other gasoline, so they
had no choice but to use what they
had. It cut down their speed, and

I

57

every so often the motor had to be
cleaned of the wax.
These men and their boats were
expendable, that is, their orders were
to delay the enemy as much as possible until, in one way or another,
men and boats were used up. There
was no air protection for them. They
had to do their job alone. What they
did sounds like a modern fairy tale.
They rescued 196 survivors of the
steamer Corregidor, which had struck
a mine. They hit an enemy cruiser,
two Japanese landing barges, and a
6,000-ton auxiliary aircraft carrier.
They broke up a Japanese landing
party by torpedoing a cruiser. They
sank a 10,000-ton tanker-and lost
only two of their ships. So it was
exciting work, with the sabotaged
gasoline giving them much bother.
Sometimes our own guns were fired
at them by mistake. Heroes all, that
is what they were, although not in
their own opinion. They were doing
their job as best they could, hoping
for help and reinforcements that did
not come.
Their biggest undertaking came
when they were ordered to help General MacArthur and his party out of
Bataan. It is another thrilling episode in a series of thrills. The J apanese were on the watch, and they
narrowly escaped bei'lg detected anci
blown to bits. It was not a pleasant
jaunt for the general and his party,
most of whom became soaking wet
and very seasick, being bounced
around by the waves like popcorn
in a skillet. There are many humorous sidelights. One in connection
with the seasickness of the Army
men. It was reported to Kelly:
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"Two generals and a colonel are in
the forward compartment lying on the
deck. They seemed unhappy."
"But why doesn't someone offer them
a bunk?"
"Sir, I offered one general my bunk
after I'd stepped on him in the dark,
but he said, 'Son, just leave me be; I
haven't got the strength to move.' "

A Remarkable Story
THE TURNING POINT. By Klaus
Mann. L. B. Fischer, New York.
1942. 366 pages. $3.00.
LAUS MANN, son of the world-

famous Thomas Mann, has preK
viously published such novels as

Journey Into Freedom, Alexander,
When MacArthur was about to
and the novelette, The Fifth Child.
leave these men, he said to Bulkeley,
He collaborated with his equally
''I'm giving every officer and man
famous sister, Erika Mann, in writhere the Silver Star for gallantry.
ing Escape to Life and The OtheT
You've. taken me out of the jaws of
Germany. In this volume he becomes
death, and I won't forget it!"
autobiographical. Therefore the subThe daring MTB navigation surtitle of the book: Th iTty-five Years
prised even Rear Admiral . F. W.
in This Century.
Rockwell, commander at Cavite naval
We get an intimate picture of
base. When he saw the strange manMann's boyhood and of the life in
ner in which Lieutenant Kelly took
the home of his illustrious father.
a bow-and-beam bearing with two
We see how World War I affected
fingers, he asked,
him although he was then only a
"How in - - do you navigate?"
boy; and, as we follow his own
"By guess and by God, sir."
growth in years, we have unfolded
In addition to their part in rescubefore our eyes a panorama of Gering MacArthur and his party, they
many after that war. We get an idea
also carried President Quezon from
of th.e forces that worked together
Negros Island to Mindanao. Finally
to bnng about chaos, pessimism, and
all their ships were lost save one, and
the rise of Hitler. "To tell the
that had no more torpedoes to extruth," says the author, "the whole
pend. It was laid up, and the four
truth, and nothing but the truth ....
men made their way to Australia and
To tell my own story . . . . " that of
finally back to the U. S. A. Woven
one
into this story of struggle, danger,
and near-death is the deeply moving who spent the best time of his life in
romance of Lieutenant Kelly and a social and spiritual vacuum, striving
the Army nurse, Peggy, who was also ~or a ~rue community but never finding
It; disconnected, restless, wandering,
expendable.
It is a heroic epic, one that will, haunted by those solemn abstractions
in which few believed- civilization
no doubt, be duplicated in one fashprogress, liberty.
'
ion ·or another by other men in other
It is a remarkable story in many
parts of the world where our armed
forces are fighting. We have every respects. With a brilliant and incisreason to be proud of our soldiers, . ive pen Mr. Mann portrays modern
Germany, which was deeply plowed
sailors, marines, and flyers.
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up, as it were, by one political revolution after another until it was
ready for the sowing of the seed of
Naziism. Some of the descriptive passages can be set side by side with the
classic passages of Thackeray when
he describes the social life of the
people before ',Yaterloo in Vanity
Fair. We get the full implications of
Mann's picture when he tells us, in
connection with a lecture tour in
America which he took with his sister Erika:
In Milwaukee as well as in Chicago
we saw a great deal of the GermanAmerican crowd, which was a curious
but not really gratifying experience. We
found most of those people strangely
out of touch both with American life
and all progressive developments in the
"old country." With obstinate sentimentality they clung to a Germany
that had long ceased to exist: an ideal
Fatherland full of cozy Ratskellers,
dashing lieutenants, picturesque ruins,
tasty sausages, prosperous business, and
fair-haired maidens.

With the rise of Nazi power the
author went into voluntary exile on
March 13, 1933. Later his citizenship
was officially taken from him. Since
then, largely, we suppose, because of
his admiration for the plucky Czechs,
President Benes granted him the citizenship of Czechoslovakia. · In his
opinion, the Czech people are democrats by nature and tradition. He
pays high tribute to Benes and
Thomas G. Masaryk.
In addition to the story of Mann's
own family, the volume is valuable
for the in tim ate impressions and
memories of celebrities of many lands
which are woven in to the fabric of
the tale. Among these are ~rnst Tol-
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ler, Maxim Gorki, Bruno Walter,
Jacob vVassermann, Aldous Huxley,
Bruno .Frank, and Stefan Zweig.
The twelfth, and last, chapter of
the book is made up of excerpts from
the author's diary, beginning June
11, 1940, and ending June 6, 1942.
Besides some very interesting comments on the outstanding events
which quickly followed one another
during that period, there are thumbnail sketches of a number of our own
leaders, including President and Mrs.
Roosevelt. It would have been of
real value if the publishers had appended an index of topics and persons.

A World in Adolescence
SOVIET ASIA: Democracy's First
Line of Defense. By Raymond Arthur Davies and Andrew J. Steiger.
The Dial Press, New York. 1942.
384 pages. Illustrated with maps.
$3.00.
QINCE

the end of World War I most

0 commentators on the kaleidoscopic
Russian scene have centered their attention well-nigh exclusively on political, ideological, religious, and sociological aspects. It is true that
there has been much talk about the
problems of economics as exemplified
in the rule of the Soviets; but these
discussions have been based, to a
large extent, on vague and meagre information. The Asiatic portion of
the vast U.S.S.R., in particular, has
been to most of us a book sealed with
more than seven seals.
In Soviet Asia Raymond Arthur
Davies and Andrew J. Steiger do us a

•
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significant service by dispensing a
wealth of first-hand information concerning the untold resources and the
tremendous power of a huge section
of the land over which Joseph Stalin
reigns supreme. The two able journalists traveled extensively throughout much of the length and breadth
of Soviet Asia, and the report of what
they saw and learned is amazing in
its scope. They admit that much was
hidden from their eyes, and they are
frank enough to declare that they

show that Soviet Asia, with its immeasurable mineral resources, its
many and varied agricultural products, its factories, and its strategic importance, is a land concerning which
every man and woman in the United
Nations should have far more knowledge than has so far been available.
In fact, Messrs. Davies and Steiger
speak of this great part of the U.S.S.R.
as "the cradle of a new world."

were often driven to distraction by red
tape and bureaucracy and slovenliness
and inefficiency;

RELIGION IN SOVIET RUSSIA.
By N. S. Timasheff. Sheed and
Ward, New York. 1942. 170 pages.
$2.00.

but their book overflows with enthusiasm. They say:
Soviet Asia is a land of superlatives.
Its almost astronomical distances are inhabited by scores of races, living in a
dozen climates. Deserts. High mountain
ranges. Interminable forests. New railways, newer highways, still newer industrial plants, some built too recently to
appear on maps. Great armament works.
Gardens above the Arctic Circle. Re search laboratories on drifting ice. Observations in the Pamir heights. Wheat
fields in the central latitudes, cotton and
sugar-beet acreage in the south. New
watercourses in formerly arid wastes.
Schools and universities where two decades ago not even an aiphabet existed.
Lines of fortifications. Naval bases. Air
bases. People-newly young, enthusiastic,
energetic; workmen, keen hunters, gold
prospectors, scientists, soldiers, sailors,
aviators. Great dreams. Greater accom plishments. A juvenile boastfulness of
growth. All this is Soviet Asia, land of
the future, a world in adolescence!

The authors have not undertaken
to indite a hymn of praise to communism. It is rather tl1eir purpose to

No Death

EVER

destroyed, religion is not

in Soviet Russia.
NThusdeadproposes
N. S. Timasheff,

present professor of sociology in
Fordham University, New York. And
in a complete survey of all the factors involved, Professor Timasheff
proceeds to substantiate his thesis.
Communist Russia has attempted
three direct attacks upon religion
since 1917, and in each case, a strong
resistance of the believers so repulsed
the government that it made no headway in extirpating the Christian
movement. Active resistance, however, has been replaced largely by a
"passive resistance, a refusal to relinquish beliefs, and a continued participation in church life." Timasheff
attributes the success of the church's
survival not so much to compromises
as to a spirit of sacrifice among the
clergy and laity.
The Soviet regime has recognized
its failure in eliminating religion
from the life of the Russian people.
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One government writer declared, "It
is much more difficult to uproot religion from the consciousness of the
workers than to liberate them from
the exploitation of the capitalists."
Another factor in the Russian state's
failure was the disintegration of the
League of the Militant Atheists; and
here a "complete lack of anti-religious
enthusiasm in the League itself"
seems to be the key.
Among the people of the U.S.S.R.
a condition "discouraging" (frightening might be used more truthfully)
to the government has been the increase of superstition and non-scientific attitudes. "Authorities have been
alarmed by a substantial spread of
the belief in magic." "It is obvious,"
claims the author, "that the struggle
against religion has favored this
growth of savage fetishism."
The New Religious Policy of the
state, instituted circa 1939, represents
the latest step of the Communists to
keep religion under the heel. The
plan is characterized by both liberality and persecution. Since the RussoGerman war, religion has gained
some ground, and "at least for the
duration of the war, religion must
be given some consideration."
All in all, the picture, as Timasheff
pa·ints it, is optimistic; what will be
the future after the war no one
knows, nor does the professor venture
a guess.
The one-hundred-sixty-odd pages of
Religion in Soviet Russia are completely documented. The sources are
sixteen native Russian periodicals,
along with the author's personal observations, deductions, and correspondence. All appears to be authen-
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tic. The style is neither too ponderous, nor is it in a light, facetious vein.
Professor Timasheff is evidently a
Roman Catholic. At least the book
is written from that point of view,
as the volume carries an unofficial
imprimatur of a Jesuit cleric. The
author is a native Russian but since
1921 has lived in other European
countries and America.
CHARLES W. KERN.

Strange Story
AGENT IN ITALY. By S. K. Doubleday, Doran and Company, New
York, 1942. 331 pages. Price $3.00.
HIS volume comes announced as
an "exciting story of espionage"
and also as "the first authentic and
complete report on conditions today
inside Italy." The first might be
granted. Agent in Italy is certainly
an exciting story of spy work in Mussolini's Italy. That it is "authentic"
~vill be difficult to prove. The author
is not revealed to the reader except
by his two initials. All thirty-eight
chapters in the book could be written
by a good journalist who has been
given access to the files of a few Italian newspapers-all thirty-eight, except two, and of these more hereafter.
The author of Agent in Itnly remains anonymous "for the protection
of those colleagues still carrying on
the democratic revolution." He is
reported as a German business man,
traveling in the silk industry, whose
moral sentiments have been outraged
by the activities of the Gestapo, and
who uses his former connections as a
German salesman in Italy as a means
of working against the Nazi rulers
of Italy while co-operating with the

T
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Italian patriots in their program of
sabotage, assassination, and revolution. The book has enough thrills to
supply scenario writers with three
full-l~ngth screen plays. Its chapters
are full of plot~ and counter-plots,
secret meetings of the pa~riots, hairbreadth escapes, all the melodrama
of the political spy who risks his life
daily in order to obtain information
which may be used as an engine
of destruction. Politicians, soldiers.
t~adespeop~e, German agents, pros~
t1tutes, artists make up the dramatis
personae, among whom the author
moves, a furtive figure, himself not
overly refined in his moral principles,
though the publisher assures us that
"his credentials have been carefully
checked." PMM, Mussolini's sinister
police, are lurking in every chapter
with bludgeons and revolver. Rascals
of the somewhat higher grade are the
mil~tary leaders in the campaign
agamst Greece-and we are told just
why the Greek war failed and had to
fail. By devious ways S. K. gets the
lowdown on the scheme by which
Yugoslavia's prosperity was wrecked
by the Germans even while the two
countries were living on terms of
peace. We get glimpses of Hitler's
dealings with the Argentine, of the
global diplomacy by which Germany
was to become the dominant industrial, and hence economic and political, force of the world. Of this stupendous plan the author says:
The whole scheme may sound like a
madman's concept. Apart from its merit
or lack of merit as a plan of world organization, it is likely to be smashed in
its present form if and when Hitler and
his Axjs allies are militarily defeated.

But nothing short of force will destroy
those preparations for the New Order
which have already been made. Legal
obstacles such as black lists, diplomatic
utterances, such as the Atlantic Charter
- ~on.e of them realistically obstructs
rh1s kmd of Nazi machination. Force and
force alone is the final and complete
answer to the plan for Nazi world dom·
ination.

Authentic information seems to be
conveyed in S. K.'s reference to the
new equipment by which the Germans were beginning to protect their
battleships and cruisers against tor~edoes: :4ussentraeger (literally, outSide-earners), steel compressed-air
chambers attached. to the outer hull
h:om waterline to keel. (Such a deVICe would explain how the Bismarck
was so long sinking even after receiving seven direct torpedo hits.) Or
~~en he reports the popular transpoSitiOn of the syllables in the name of
Gauleiter Buerckel in Vienna-in the
coffee houses he was referred to as
Bierleiter Gaukel, which literally
translated means Beer-Leader Buffoon!
But it is in his description of the
infiltration of Nazi dominion in Mussolini's state that we begin to strike
P.ay dirt. Not only do these chapters
nng true, but they contain data hardly accessible to anyone who has not _
been within the espionage ring or at
least in possession of information
obtainable only throurh contact with
those who know. The German scheme
was beautifully simple. The plausible
suggestion was made to the ruler of
Italy that an exchange of talent be
ma?e for the mutual strengthening
of mdustry and commerce. And so it
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was agreed that the two countries exchange a number of industrial study
commissions to co-ordinate production methods. The German experts
arrived in Italy, and what happened
at the Fiat Automobile '\Vorks in
Turin is a sa.mple of their method:
first polite, inquiring trips through
the plant; then the offering of a little
advice here and there; finally, outright instructions. But how about the
Fiat executives? They were sent to
the Benz-Daimler works in the Rhineland.
They were installed in a magnificent
suite of offices and taken on a quick tour
of the plant. On returning to their armchairs they found the desks piled high
with documents, statistics, and blueprints. They had seen very little on their
tour of inspection but now they rubbed
their hands at this mark of confidence.
But the rubbing soon ceased. The documents, statistics, and blueprints were all
at least two years old.
Complaints followed, but nothing was
done, more complaints, finally they
wanted to go home again but there they
have remained ever since in their magnificent offices, drawing their munificent
German salaries, and lgoking at the·
heaps of useless papers.

The same thing happened with the
Sardinian coal mines, the mercury
pits of !stria, the Breda airplane,
Ansaldo engine, and Viscose textile
companies. Their operating executives, too, got trapped in the north
while aggressive Germans took over
in their front. offices and control
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booths. Thus was Italy integrated
into the New Economic Order as
ruthlessly as any one of the conquered
Balkan kingdoms.
When G€rman troops passed
through Italy on the way to Africa
the Germans requested offices in the
main railroad stations down the entire length of Italy: they had to "supervise and guard the passage of their
soldiers." They have controlled the
entire system ever since, with the result that the Italian railroad workers
were given longer hours without any
increase in rations-one-fifth of a
pound of frozen meat per week, while
the German operating staff was getting fresh meat twice a day five days
a week.
Today also the Italian Navy is virtually under Nazi control. Russian
and English radio reports, not denied
by Rome or Berlin, claim that Italian
submarines operating in the Atlantic
are commanded by Germans and
that German officers are being placed
in virtual command of Italian surface
vessels under the guise of "liaison
officers."
New and sweeping decrees for the
drafting of labor were announced in
the summer of 1942 by the Rome
radio. Berlin broadcasts boast that
more than 300,000 Italian workers
are in the Reich and predict that the
number will soon reach 400,000.
Nothing has happened since the
publication of Agent £n Italy to prove
any judgments of the book untrue.
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A SURVEY OF BOOKS
THE LIEUTENANT'S LADY
By Bess Streeter Aldrich. D. Appleton-Century Co., New York.
1942. 275 pages. $2.00.
HE

author is at her best in this

story, which has its setting in
T
Nebraska and the Northwest in the

post-Civil War era, when the capital
was moved from the raw little city of
Omaha to the prairie and the new
city of Lincoln. Linnie Colsworth
had come from New York to visit
her cousin Cynthia Colsworth in
Omaha. Norman Stafford, a lieutenant in the U. S. army, became betrothed to Cynthia, a somewhat
flighty girl who changed her mind
during the lieutenant's long absence
in the Northwest, where the Indians
were making trouble. She married
George Hemming and gave Linnie
the commission to break the news of
her infidelity to Norman. Linnie,
already in love with the young officer, could not bring it over her heart
to write the news in a letter and decided to tell him in person. She
found him and received no thanks
for her trouble, but because the last

boat had gone south the lieutenant
arranged to marry her formally so
that she could stay at the fort until
spring. The understanding was that
the marriage would be annulled later on. The burden of the story is to
show how this arrangement ripened
into true love and the lieutenant's
realization that the old love was
dead and that his hard career would
be insupportable without Linnie at
his side. A good book for gift purposes at Christmas time.

COMMANDO ATTACK
By Gordon Holman. G. P. Putnam's Sons, New York. 1942. 258
pages. $2.50.
HE

Commando attacks on various

T Continental cities by the British

soldiers have stirred the peoples of
the Allied nations deeply from time
to time. With the exception of the
Dieppe raid in the late summer of
this year not very much detail has
been given out about these attacks.
In this volume Gordon Holman,
who accompanied the Commandos
on various occasions, gives an eye-
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witness account of them. He tells the
story of the formation of the Commandos, pays tribute to the courage
and fortitude of the men who participated in the raids, and shows
how the people of . the subjugated
nations have been inspired and
heartened thereby. The author gives
a full description of the Commandos at Lofoten, Vaagso, Bardia, and
St. Nazaire. The story of the raid at
St. Nazaire was recently published
in the Saturday Evening Post. There
are many fine illustrations interspersed throughout the book.

HAPPY TIMES IN NORWAY
By Sigrid Undset. Translated from
the Norwegian by Joran Birkeland. Alfred A. Knopf, New York.
1942. 225 pages. $2.00.
1fN this volume the renowned auJl thor gives us a fine picture of
Norway and its people before the
Nazi occupation. The story is about
her own family and refers particularly to the Norwegian life and customs connected with Christmas, the
seventeenth of May, and summer vacation.
Madame U ndset was lecturing in
Oslo on the fateful ninth of April,
1940, when the German occupation
began. She relates:
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On that black ninth of April Anders
and Hans (her sons) escaped from occupied Oslo. Next morning they both
joined the Norwegian army near Lillehammer. Three weeks later Anders was
killed in action, up in his home valley.
Hans finally joined his mother in Sweden, went with her all the way through
Russia, Siberia, Japan, to America. But
when the Norwegian army was being
re-formed somewhere in Great Britain,
he returned to the colors. When this
book has been printed he may have
had the opportunity he wished for, to
fight again for his king and native land.
When he said good-bye to Mother in
the Grand Central Terminal, to travel
to the secret port where his ship waited,
he told her: "You know, Mother, if we
get our country back again from the
Germans, nothing matters. And if not,
and if you and I should have to live
nevertheless, we must acknowledge that
Anders was the only lucky one in our
family."
But we Norwegians know for certain that we shall have our country
back again, free and swept clean of the
forces of evil. ...
Some day-maybe soon-we will be
able to unfurl our flag over every home
in Norway-or over the ruins of home
to be rebuilt. ... And on that day, when
we can again hoist the Christmas
sheaves of grain at our front doors, we
will finally know that Happy Times in
Norway have returned to the land of
our forefathers and our children.

The fact of the religious vision, and its history of persistent expansion, is our one ground for optimism. Apart
from it, human life is a flash of occasional enjoyments
lighting up a mass of pain and misery, a bagatelle of
transient experience.
-A. N. WHITEHEAD
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Verse
Johnnie A ppleseed
They call him Johnnie Appleseed because
It was his peculiar custom, as he went
From city to town to village without acclaim
Or herald welcome, to imbed a tiny,
Common appleseed along the road.
Some few there were who shared his simple
Vision, some called him crazy, others shook
Their heads and, watching him seed row on row,
Shrugged it off as wanton generosity
And let it go at that.
The legend went
With Johnnie as he wandered on, leaving
Behind a trail of inconspicuous mounds,
Each hearted with a hidden appleseed ...
It wasn't long thereafter that they took
And planted Johnnie Appleseed himself,
And through the countryside myriad sprouts
Inclined their heads in loving memory ...
It's odd that all who now recall to mind
Old Johnnie Appleseed remember not
How often or with whom he fell in love,
Or how many or great schools he attended,
Or who or where are his descendants nowIt's odd that all we now recall of him
Is that he planted appleseeds ...
And who
Will ever count the stately avenues
And fruitful orchards sprung from those few seeds ... ?
- .JAROSLAV VAJDA.
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In Perspective
If grieve we must, for this our world caught
In its web of woes, let tears be brief
And a sore heart soon healed, knowing the Past.

Cast the eye backward now to where
Recumbent eras couch the toppled dynasties;
Where bones of tyrant conquerors moulder
In the charnel house of Time.
When presently Gargantuan gun and winged destroyer
Shall have left not one scarred brick upon another,
When flame's red maw has gulped the last loved relic;
When Homo dens again with wolf and brown bear in a
cave,Spirit will live. Indulgent breezes still
Will float the thistle seed, and kindly squirrels
Sow the spreading oak.
If grieve we must, let grief be but of short duration ....
After howling winter bursts the rose of spring.
-ROLAND RYDER-SMITH

Ordo Inversus
Oh, we are growing soft-our hands, our feet
Are strangers to a toil they have known.
Our daily bread is not as sweet when sown
By others' hands; and that hearth's heat
Which once cheered work-worn bodies now imparts
Its gift on undeserving clod; we kill
The sacred decencies, prostrate good will
And bury both beside the ravished arts.
The tender, fragile soul has been laid bare
To grime and rasp and vicious luxury;
It fattens on the swill of bastard fare
And, bloated, gasps in squalid poverty.
Oh, we are bruising that which has no cure
On earth, and shrink from what we know is pure.

- JAROSLAV VAJDA
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evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces.

s it true that, as a nation, we
have been guilty of smugness
and complacency in the face of a
great world-crisis? If we have, it
seems safe to predict that the first
official documentary film released
by the United States Navy will
serve as a powerful antidote to inertia and self-satisfaction; for The
Battle of Midway (2oth CenturyFox) brings the war home to us
with compelling force. This is
war. These boys are our boys.
This was our battle. This was our
victory. No faking here-no "visualized" combat sequences. Commander John Ford, U.S.N.R., and
a small crew of Navy cameramen
were actually on Midway during
the momentous June days when
this important American outpost
was in immediate and desperate
peril. Commander Ford was
wounded in the course of the
engagement, two of the three
16 mm. cameras mounted in the
sands of Midway were destroyed,
and much valuable film was
ruined by bomb explosions.

I
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Filmed in silent technic<;>lor,
the picture begins slowly and
quietly. The coral reefs and the
bright sands of lVIidway are serene under the hot summer sun.
The U . S. Marines are on guard,
competent and alert. Then the
alarm is sounded, and soon the
battle is on. The fury of attack
and repulse shakes the island, and
the film jumps crazily as the shattering explosions of the Japanese
bombs scatter debris far and wide.
Against the spectacular background of blue-black smoke and
scarlet flame men and machines
move with grim efficiency. At last
it is over. The Stars and Stripes
still wave over Midway.
The price for victory? Flagdraped coffins on the decks of our
gunboats; exhausted, suffering
men adrift for days in the open
sea before they are picked up;
maimed and wounded boys whose
pain-filled eyes contradict the gallant smiles on trembling lips; a
new pride and exultation in the
Jean, brown faces of those who
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have come safely through hard,
soul-searing hours. Can there still
be room for complacency in our
hearts? The voices of three narrators have been "dubbed in."
Unfortunately, the commentary
does not measure up to the matchless drama of courage, sacrifice,
and devotion which the magic of
the motion picture has recorded.
A little more than a year ago
sports fans throughout the nation
mourned the death of Lou Gehrig, the famous "iron man" of
baseball. The great first baseman
of the New York Yankees had
waged a gallant but losing fight
against the rare and incurable
form of paralysis which had cut
short a record-breaking career. In
Pride of the Yankees (RKO-Radio, directed by Sam Wood) the
story of Lou Gehrig's amazing career is portrayed with commendable restraint and admirable simplicity. No story-book hero, this
man Gehrig, but a modest, hardworking American whose fine
sense of sportsmanship and simple
honesty earned for him the respect
and the admiration of the entire
baseball world. Gary Cooper and
Teresa Wright head a notable
cast.
Yankee Doodle Dandy, Warner
Bros.' smash hit, pays tribute to
another outstanding American
personality. The name George
Michael Cohan is inseparably
linked with an historic era in the
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American theatre. The son of
Irish-American parents, George
M. was literally born to the
boards. He was a small boy when
he joined his parents and his
younger sister in a variety act,
and he was still very young when
his first musical show was successfully produced. Intensely patriotic, Mr. Cohan accepted the fact
that his birthday fell on Independence Day as a command to inject his own great love of country
into his songs and plays. "Over
There," the most famous song of
World War I, is from his pen.
Mr. Cohan himself selected James
Cagney, another Irishman, to play
the cinema role of George M.
Cohan. It was a happy choice, for
Mr. Cagney turns in a memorable performance. He invests his
characterization of the renowned
showman with genuine charm
and warmth. The supporting cast
is extraordinarily good, and the
direction of Michael Curtiz is ex·
cellent.
ET's look at four comedies.
Her Cardboard Lover (MG-M, George Cukor), starring
Norma Shearer and Robert Taylor, may be written off at once as
uninteresting and altogether without artistic merit. Take a Letter,
Darling (Paramount, Mitchell
Leisen) is a typical Rosalind Russell career-girl picture. Isn't this
theme being overworked? Why
not give Miss Russell a chance to

L
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make use of her fine acting ability? This film and the preceding
one are not entirely free from
doubtful situations and offensive
dialogue. The Magnificent Dope
(2oth Century-Fox, Walter Lang)
is the moderately entertaining
success story of a mild-mannered
young country bumpkin who
shows 'em, by heck! Although
The Talk of the Town (Columbia, George Stevens) is deft and
delightful comedy, an underlying
note of seriousness gives it valuable social significance. The conflicting viewpoints of the sheltered
law-school dean (Ronald Colman), who knows law only as it
is taught in the law schools, and
the fugitive (Cary Grant), who
knows law as it is practiced in the
courts of law, involve the dean
and the fugitive in many hilarious situations. There is, nevertheless, a timely and pertinent warning against intolerance, lawlessness, and corruption. Jean Arthur
is the harassed young schoolteacher who shelters the fugitive and
eventually decides to marry him.
The great Lockheed aircraft
factories provide a fascinating
background for Wings of the
Eagle (Warner Bros., Lloyd Bacon). The film is dedicated to
the airplane factory workers of
America. Ann Sheridan and Dennis Morgan receive star billing in
this picture; but' the star performance is that of George Tobias.

From a technical viewpoint
The Big Shot (Warner Bros.,
Lewis Seiler) is unquestionably
a good picture, marked by fine
acting, careful directing, and a
painstaking regard for detail. But
it is another saga of gangland,
another tale of rackets and racketeers; and, despite the fact that
"the big shot" in this case finally
learns that a smoking gun provides cold comfort in the last,
awful hour of reckoning, I still
believe that gangster pictures do
far more harm than good.
Brilliant ice sequences and the
superb artistry of Sonja Henie,
the world's foremost ice-skating
champion, lend charm and distinction to Iceland (2oth Century-Fox, Bruce Humberstone) .
Miss Henie and John Payne are
the principals in the amusing
plot, which reverses the usual boygets-girl formula so that the girl
gets the boy. (Caustic comments
from all the "boys" automatically
deleted!)
amount of unadulterated
drivel has been written about
Hollywood and the motion picture industry; but as yet only a
few really good books dealing
with this young and highly controversial art-medium have been
published. The Film Sense (Harcourt, Brace and Co., New York.
1942. 288 pages. $3.00) is a brilliantly written and keenly ana-
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lytical treatise on the art of the
modern cinema. The author,
Sergei Eisenstein, internationally
famous Russian writer and director, occupies an important position in the Soviet film world. He
is artistic director for the giant
Mosfilm Studios and the active
head of Moscow's renowned State
Institute of Cinematography. Mr.
Eisenstein's book clearly and vigorously proclaims his deep faith

in the motion picture as an art
form. He believes that the possibilities of the film medium are
unlimited and that we have barely touched these possibilities. The
Film Sense was translated and
edited by Jay Leyda. The volume
is illustrated with photographs
and diagrams. In addition, it contains excerpts from the author's
movie scripts and a complete bibliography of his writings.
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E are happy to present two
rna jor articles in this issue
-which, incidentally, marks the
beginning of our sixth year of
publication. In "No Blackout for
the Arts," Herbert H. Umbach
effectively demonstrates that true
culture is timeless
and indestructible. The author
is professor of
English literature at Valparaiso University.

It has always been one of the
avowed purposes of THE CRESSET
to discover talented young writers
and to afford them an outlet of
expression. It is in keeping with
this policy that we have placed
the Pilgrim's staff
this month into
the young and
capable hands of
John Strietelmeier. ~r. Strietelmeier is a graduate of the College
of Arts and Sciences, Valparaiso
University, class
:,..-..:.
of 1942. Within a
few weeks he will
The sixteenenter the armed
year record of the
PROBLEMS
forces of our naBook - of - the tion. Our readers
CONTRIBUTORS
~onth Club is
will agree, we are
characterized as
FINAL NOTES
sure, that he
one of distinwrites with parguished service
ticular clarity and
and achievement.
strength. \Vhat is
The contribution
more, he reprewhich this instisents
a
generation
that deserves to
tution has made to the literary
and cultural life of America has be heard.
been very great and very real;
~
Poetry is contributed by J aroin a unique and effective manner it has served to introduce slav Vajda ("To the Poet," "Johnmany thousands of Americans to nie Appleseed," and "Ordo Inthe "cream" of current literary versus") and Roland Ryderoutput. Our second article this Smith ("In Perspective" and "The
month takes us behind the scenes Moors") . Our guest reviewer is
for a personal interview with ~r. Patterson 1\fcLean Friedrich (My
Harry Scherman, the Book-of-the- Friends~ the Apes and The Real
Month Club's guiding genius.
Mother Goose).
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